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LIFE AND WRITINGS 

OF 

CAMOENS. 



It has been frequently observed, that the 
memoirs of literary men are, in< general, 
so devoid of extraordinary incident, that 
the relation of them is calculated more to 
instruct than to amuse. The Life of Ca- 
MOEKs forms an exception to this remark. 
Its vicissitudes were so many and so va^ 
rious, as almost to encourage a belief, 
that in describing them, the deficiencies 
of fact were sometimes supplied by the 
pencil of romance. 

B 



The late ingenious Translator of the 
Lusiad has pourtrayed the character, and 
narrated the misfortunes of our poet, in a 
manner more honourable to his feelings 
as a man, than to his accuracy in point of 
biographical detail. It is with diffidence 
that the present writer essays to correct 
bis errors; but as the real circumstances of 
the life of Camoens are mostly to be 
found in his own minor compositions, 
with which Mr. M ickle was unacquaint- 
ed, he trusts that certain information will 
9,tqne for his presuxnptiop. 

The family of Camo£ns was iHust^ioim, 
and originally Spanish. They were long 
settled at Cadmon\ ^ cas^e in QaUciai 
from which th<^y probably derived th^ir 
patrpnymiq appellation. However, there 
are ^ope who ip^nt^in that their n^mf? ?^-* 
luded to a certSMn wonderftil bird% whoso 

1 Fv^ y Soam, V. de). P. } ii?. 

*■ Th« Camao. Our poet himself fires a ypqievrlllilb 



Biisofaievcmd 9i^;acity discovered and pU'« 
nklied the stnattest deviation from oonju-* 
gal fideliQr. A lady of the house of Cad- 
mon, wliode conduct bad been rather iiH 
discreet, demanded to be tried by this ex-^ 
traordinary judge. Her innocence wai 
proved, and in gratitude to the being who 
had restored him to matrimonial felicity, 
the contented husband adopted his name. 

In the fourteenth century, a dispute 
haying arisen between the families of Cad^ 



different account of the matter, f^umtil. a huma dama, 
V. 190.) Formerly, every well regulated family in Spain 
retained one of these terrible attendants. The infidelity 
of its mistref t was the only circumstancd which couJA 
deprive it of life. Should her guilt have been extended 
to any degree beyond a wish, the faithful bird immedi- 
ately betrayed it, by expiring at the feet of its injured 
lord. It soon was difficult to find a Camao that had liired 
in the same family during tltfve generatioiis; and at 
length the species became eatinly estiaot ! 

ThoB odious dislanst of fiwialo hooow is over cbarac- 
tsiisttc of a barbarous age. The Camta of Spun, and 
the JM4mbo of Airioa, are ei^cpodienta indioaiUvoof o%ual 
nflntnonL 

B 2 
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mon and De Castera^, a knight of the for- 
mer, had the mirfortune to kill a cavalier 
belonging to the latter. A long train of 
persecution ensued, to escape from.w)iich, 
Ruy de Camoens embraced the canse of 
King Ferdinand', and removed with his 
family into Portugal, under the protection 
of that monarch, about the year 1370. 
His son, Vasco de Camoens, was highly 
distinguished by royal favour^, but had 
the superior honour of being the ancestor 
of our immortal poet, who descended 
from him in the fourth generation. 

' Luis D£ Camoens was born at Lisbon, 
about the year 1524\ His misfortunes 

> Salgatb de Arat^o. — Casas de Galicia, p. 304. 

3 Ganez Ferreyra, — Vid. do Poet. £dit Gendron. 

\ Ul. 

3 King FeidUumd invested him with the lordships of 
Portalegre, Alam-qiier» tec. Faria. 

^ The place of his natiTity is asoaxtainedy by his fre- 
jquent applicatfon of the epithet *' paternal'' to tbeTa- 
.gusf the tiooe of it is. involved in some obscurity^ but 
an entry in the register of the Portuguese India House 



began with his birth, for he never saw the 
smile of a father ; Simon Vaz de Camoenft 
having perished by shipwiteck in the very 
year which gave being to his son. Such, 
at least, is the received opinion, although 
tbete be many reasons for calling it into 
question ^ Notwithstanding the diminu- 
tion of wealth,'which the family sustained 
in consequence of this event, the youthful 
CAmoens was sent to the university of 
Coimbra% and maintained there by the 
provident care of his surviving parent. 

The ideas associated with the place of 
our education are generally lasting. It is 
the peculiarity of poetical minds to recal 
them with delight, and Camoeks fre* 
quently mentions Coimbra, where he was 

appears to determine it. He is there stated to have been 
twenty-five years old in 1550. faria. Vid. do Poet. 

^ The same register mentions him as one of his son's 
inreties, and consequently, living in 1550. 

* Faria y Sottsft — StJverim-m'Fgrreyra. 



fostered on the '^ lap of seience^^ with ail 
t)ie tender gratitude of an affectionate 
f on* Duriug tbe period vbidi he pasaed 
.4t tbe uniTersity, be was an utter stranger 
to tbat passion^ with which he afterwards 
became so inttmatdy acquainted. It ia 
evai recorded, that while the manly graces 
of his person inspired many of tbe better 
aex with admiration, he treated his fair 
captives with disdain, or at most, as the 
mere objects of temporary transport ^ 

But the scene was soon to be changed, 
and on his arrival at Lisbon, be was des* 
tined to feel tbe full vengeance of that 
god whose power he had contemned. 
Love is very nearly allied to devotion, and 
it was in the exercise of the latter that 
Camoens was introduced to the know* 
ledge of the former. In tbe Church of 

< Camoens, Canf. II. stanz. vi, Can^. VII. ttan3# Hm 
Son. yiT. Soma in loc. 



«< CtertetV Wbtinds,'' at Lisbon, on the 
llth of April, \B4S\ be firse bebdd Dona 
C^mrloa d& AtsUb, the objitct of bis pavogt 
and 6arli««t attdclMMitt. The dborcbet of 
S^pam and Jj^ortogal, mjts ScaiTo% are the 
r&ey cradtes of intrigtie% and it wai not 
long before Camo£m'$ etijoyed an opfyor- 
tonity of deislarlng hi^ adbctiotfi^ wiitb adD 
f be roomirtie ardour of eighteen, ttA of 4 
poet. 

Bot, iii those day^, )eve was a state of 
BO trifling probation, and ladies then un^ 
conscionably expected a period of abaicidt 
chivalrous servitude, trhich, happily for 
gentlemen, is no kmger required. The 
punctilious severity of his mistress formed 
the subject of our poet's most tender totn- 
plaints; for, though her heart had secretly 

^ For the reasons which have induced the translator 
to assign this date, see Ibe note on ISaHitei I. 
^ Roman Cottt^ue; P. I, eh »• 
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decided in his favour, stiU Portuguese de- 
licacy suppressed all avowal of her pas- 
sion. After many months of adoration, 
.when he humbly besought a ringlet of her 
hair, she was. so far softened by bis en«- 
treaties, as to make a compromise with 
prudery, and bestow one of the silken fil- 
lets which encircled her head^ , These 
anecdotes must not be despised, for thejr 
mark the temper of the times. 

The peculiar situation of Dona Caterina 
(that of one of the queen^s ladies) imposed 
an uniform restraint on her lover, which 
soon became intolerable. Like another 
Ovid, he violated the sanctity of the royal 
precincts^ and was in consequence banish- 
ed ft'om the court ^. With the precise na- 
ture of his offence we are unacquainted, 
but it too probably arose ftom a breach of 

1 CamoeDfi, Son. XLII. and Souta in loc. 
' Camoens, Eleg. III. and Sousa in loc. 



discretioD, the fifst and noblest amongst 
the laws of gallantry \ Whatsoever it 
might have been^ it famished a happy 
pretext to the lady^s relations^ for termi«> 
sating an intercourse which worldly con- 
siderations rendered, on her part, of the 
highest imprudence. But Lots prepared 
^consolation for bis Totary, where least he 
expected it. On the morning of his de- 
parture, his mistress relented from her 
wonted severity, and confessed the secret 
of her long^concealed affection \ The 
sighs of grief were soon lost in those of 
mutual delight, and the hour of parting 
was, perhaps, the sweetest of our poet's 
existence. Thus comforted, he removed to 
Santarem (the scene of his banishment) but 
speedily returned to Lisbon, again tasted 
of transport, was a second time detect- 
ed, and a second time driven into exiled 

^ IFaria y Souta, Gommeat in Eclog. pag. 340. 
* Sonnet XXIV. and Comment in loc 
• * Faria tf SousUf V, deL P. J xiv. 
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To such a spirit ds Camoeks, the imctU 
lit J of this flitoation must have proved in* 
supportable ; the roice of Love wbiqiered 
a secret reproach, and inspired him with 
the glorions resolaticm of conquering the 
obstacles which fortune had i^aced be* 
tween him and felicity. He aoeordinglj 
sought and obtained permission to aeoom* 
pany King John in. ^ in an expedition 
then concerted against the Moors in Afri- 
ca. Here, whilst bravely fighting imdcv 
the commands, of a near relation*, he was 
deprived of his right eye, by some splin-* 
ters from the deck of the vessel in which 
he was stationed. Many of his most pa- 
thetic compositions were written during 
this campaign, and the toils of a martial 



> Of this monarch Camoens ^res a fine character in 
ttne coaprehansive Kne. 

" Foy rcy,fez iudo quanto a rey se deve,^* 

Son. LIX. 
" He was a Idng — ^in every act a king." 

' Soasu sayiy under tbofe of bis lather. Yida* § xhr. 
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life vere sweetened by the recollection of 
her for whom they were endured. . 

. His heroic conduct in many engage* 
ments, at length purchased his recal to 
court. He hastened homci fraught with 
the most tender anticipations, and found 
•^what must have been his feelings i that 
his mistress was no morel ^•— 

There can scarcely be conceired a more 
interesting theme for the risions of rot 
mance, than the death of this young and 
amiable being. The circumstances of her 
fete are peculiarly feyourable to the exer-r 
eise of conjecture. She loved, she wasbe^r 
loved, yet unfortunate in her attachment, 
she was torn from the world at the early 
age of twenty^; and we cannot but adorn 
her grave with some of the wildest flowers 
which fancy produces. But her lot was 
enviable, compared to that of her lover. 

^ Comment in Sonn. XIX. et «li]^ ' IM. 
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The measure of his sorrows was yet im* 
perfect. He had still to encounter the 
cruel neglect of that nation, whose glory 
his valour had contributed to maintain. 
The claims of mere merit are too often 
disregarded^ but those whiich are founded 
on the gratitude of courts are hopeless in- 
deedl Long years were passed by Ca- 
MOENS in unsuccessful application for the 
reward which his services demanded^, and 
in suing for his rights at the feet of men 
whom he could not but despise. Tliis was 
a degradation which his high spirit knew 
not how to endure^ and he accordingly 
bade adieu to Portugal, tp seek, under the 
burning suns of India, that independence 
which his own country denied ^ 



i Jiueph df Aquino Vid. do Poet. p. 132. edit 17S2. 

^** At derradeirat paiavras que na nao disteforaS as de 
Scipiao Jfricano, Inorata PATB.IA, non possidibxs 
esAA M£A ! ** The last words which I uttered on boani 
of the vessel were those of Scipio— ' Ungrat^ul eoun^ 
try ! thou thalt not even pattest my bonet^.** Such are the 
expvessions of Camoens. in a letter written from India^ 
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There are some who attribute this erent 
to a very different cause^ and assert that 
Camoens quitted Lisbon in cousequence 
of a discovered intrigue with the beautiful 
>vife of a Portuguese gentleman \ Per- 
haps this story may not be wholly un- 
founded; It is improbable that he remain- 
ed long constant to the memory, of a de- 
parted mistress, when living beauty was 
ready, to supply her place. His was not a 
heart that could safely defy temptation, 
although the barbarous ingenuity of some 
commentators^ would make us believe, 
that all his amours were purely platonic, 
and that he was ignorant of the passion in 
every other respect. Happily for himself, 
the case was different, and his works re« 

to a friend at Lisbon. The whole of this composition is 
interesting and pathetic in the extreme. 

* Mickle, — Ltfe of Camoens, Unfortunately, Mr. M. 
does not cite any authority for this supposition. 

* Farioy in Son. X. et al. 
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cord that he more than ODce indulged In 
the little wanderings of amatory frolic ^ 

On bis arriral in India, we find that Ca-« 
MOXNS contributed, in no small measure, 
to the success of an expedition against 
the Piraenta Isles, carried on by the king 
of Cochin and his allies the Portuguese. 
His own recital of this affiur exhibits aU 
the charming modesty of merits In the 
following year (1555) Manuel de Vascon* 
celos conducted an armament to the Bed 
Sea'. Our poet accompanied him, and 
with the intrepid curiosity of genius, ex- 
plored the wild r^ioBs erf Africa by which 
Mount Fdix is surrounded. Here Us 
mind was stored with sketches of scenery, 
which afterwards formed some of the most 

t 

< Those who are desirous of further information on 
this subject, may obtain a very curious anecdote by 
consulting Souta. Vid. del P. § xxxii. 

< Eleg. I. 

3 life, by Ferreyra, § xiv. 
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fmisbed [ncturea in hhLimadf and in other 
compositions ^y to the fonner of whichr, od 
yciturning to Goa^ lie devoted his whole 
attention. 

India, at that time, presented a seene 
of political depravity, which no subse* 
quent period bad exceeded. Practices 
w^re tolerated, which eventually wrought 
the downfal of the government by whom 
they were authorized ; hordes of hungry 
adventurers rioted on the spoils of the 
fri^udksa natives, and the demons of ra- 
p^i^ity and avarice were every where ex- 
alted into gods. The spirit ^ Camo£vs 
rose in revolt sgainst the enormities by 
which b^ was suixounded. An opportu-^ 
mty of deolaring his disgust, at length oc- 
curred. The arrival of a new govei^nor 
at Goa, was celebrated by the exhibit 
tion of a kind of tournament, in which 

1 la particular^ tb^ IX. Caofam. 



reeds wese ^aqployed in phoe of knees,. 
ibeMe caUed << Tie ^ari qfthe Caneg.^ 
Camoeks pHMiahcd a satirical accomtof 
this aflEur^inwliich be deacribed.the chief 
men ef Goa, as adorned with al lego r ica l 
dovieesy^ &c< albsiveta the chanefeer and 
ctMidQct of each^ Inoonseqpienee cf 
tbis^ he was banished to China bj order rf 
BanetOy the Gavemary against whom the 
bard's attack had. been fMindpaUy di« 
rected« 

This proceeding of Camoefs has not 
escaped reprebenston. He has been ac* 
cttsed^ of ingratitnde; :but bow eoold he 
be- ungmteibl, who never had a firietid? 
His-tashQeas in provddng the anger of 
the great) baa likewise been censored by 
tbe eold*blooded moderation of worldly 
men; men to whom truth itsetf seems a 

^ He likewise wrote some verses entiUedy *' Disparaiet 
na india,**^ which severely animadverted on the mal-ad- 
ministration of the new goremor. 



17 

libel) if it offend the dignity of a gran- 
dee ^^ Yet, though it be a mournful fact 
that prudence and genius but rarely bio 
cord, is the sacrifice of the fprmer to be 
regretted, when it makes way for the pu- 
nishment of vice, by the l>old utterance of 
honest indignation? On this principle, the 
conduct, of our author appears almost free 
from blame, and, perhaps, he was only 
culpable in suffering resentment to give 
too high a colouring to the sketches of 
truth. 

The adventures of Camoems in China, 
the temporary prosperity which he there 
experienced, and the numerous ju>rrows 
and persecutions which he afterwards en« 
countered, have been fully and elegantly 
detailed by the late ingenious translator 
of the Lusiad. To his narration the pre- 



1 Amongst others, Mens. Du Perron de Castera, the 
French translator of the Lusiad. 
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sent wiitor bags to refi^, lest he should 
extend these remarks beyond their priiper 
bounds. 

■ After an absence of sixteen yeans Ca- 
MO£Hs was compeUed to return ta Portu« 
gal, poor and friendless as when he de- 
parted. His inunortal Lusiad was now 
ready for publication, which, however, 
was delayed, in consequence of the vio-* 
lence with which the pk^ue then raged 
throughout Lisbon. At length, in the 
summer of 15'72, it was printed % and re- 
ceived with all the honour due to sucK'a 
glorious aclne yement of genius. It is even 
asserted that King Sebastian, to whom it 
was inscribed, rewarded the author with 
a pension of S75 reis\ But, adnsitting 



^ Faria y Souia^ Vid. § xxvii. 

3 When Sebastian undertook the Moorish expeditio«y 
assured of victory, he brought a poet with him to Africa, 
to witness his exploits, and to celebrate them in aong. 
The person selected for this office was Diego Bernaidtis^ 
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the truth of this very doubtful story, our 
poet could not have remaikiied in long pos- 
session of the royal bounty. Sebastian was 
speedily hurled from a tottering throne ^, 
and liberality was a stranger to the soul 
of his successor. To his eyes the cowl 
bf monkhood seemed a more graceful or- 
nament than the noblest laurels of the 
tnuse^. Such was the spirit which patro- 
nized de Sa% and suffered the author of 
the Lusiad to starve ! 



m man of poor and despieable idiilitact. Had CMMwnn 

"been really a protege of the monarch, it 13 much more 
probable that he would have attended him, whose 
** Swotd and pen were rrrals in renoirn.'' 

' Faria, ut supra* • 

' In the preface to the edition of Camoens^ printed in 
1782, vol. i. p. 59, there is an attempt to vindicate the 
ckaraoter- of Cardmal Henry from the Btrkstares of Mr, 
Mickle. But the voice of history cannot be silenced, 
llnd history b loud iii his condemnation. 

^ Sotita, Vid. § xxvit. Francisco de Sk was an author 
much in favour with Cardinal Henry. His muse Was of 
a theological turn. He wrote orthodox sonnets to St. 
John, and pious little epigrams on Adam and Eve, &c. 
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The latter year$ of Camoens present a 
jnoumful picture not merely of individual 
calamity, but of national ingratitude^ He 
wfaose best years had been devoted to the 
service of his country, he^^who had taught 
her literary fame to rival the proudest ef- 
forts of Italy itself, and who seemed born 
to revive the remembrance of ancient gen- 
tility and Lu^an heroism^ was compelled 
in age, to wand^ through the streetS| 
a wretched dependant on casual contri- 
bution. - One friend alone remained to 
smooth his downward path, and guide his 
steps to the grave, with gentleness and 
consolation* It was Antonio, his slave, a 
native of Java, who had accompanied Ca- 
MOENS to Europe, aflter having rescued 
him from the waves, when shipwrecked at 
the moath of the Mecon. This faithful 
attendant was wont to seek alms throiigh-f 
out Lisbon, and at night shared the pro* 
duce of the day with his poor and broken- 
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hearted master \ Blessed, forever bless- 
ed, be the memory of this amiable In-r 
dian ! But his friendship was employed in 
vain: Camoens sank beneath the pres- 
sure of penury and disease, and died in 
an alnis-bouse^ early in the year 1579. 
He was buried in the church of Saint 
Anne of the Franciscans. Over his grave, 
Gon9alo Coutinho placed the following in- 
scription^, which, for comprehensive sim- 
plicity, the translator ventures to prefer 
to almost, every production of a similar 
kind i 

^ Farh y Sousa* § zny. 

? The place of his death is diifereiitly mentioned by 
Manoel de Faria, Accoiding to that commentator, he 
died in his own miserable hovel, close to the church in 
which he was interred. 

3 Sousa. Vid. §. Some years afterwards, Don Gon- 
9a]ve8 Ciamera caused a long and pompous epitaph to 
be engraved on the same tombi But thi« posthumoofl 
panegyric only added deeper disgrace to the facts re«> 
foorded in the former inscription. 



HEKE LIBS LUIS DE CAMOEN*: 

HE EXCEIXSD ALL THE POETS OF HIS TIME. 

BE UTED POOR AHD MISBEABLE; 

AND HE DIED SO. 



It has been justly observed^, tbat the 
hte of Camoens, considered in a political 
view, bears an intimate connection with 
that of his country. The same degrada- 
tion of national sentiment, which sufleied 
such a man to become a beggar and an 
outcast, not long afterwards plunged Por- 
tugal into the lowest disgrace, arid reduc- 
ed her to the abject state of a conquered 
province. So true it is, that the decline 
of public spirit in matters of taste is a cer- 
tain indication of political detay \ 

1 Mickk. life of Camoens. 

^ Of this opinion waiCamoenthiauelf. Inn letter to 
Don Frnneisoo de Almeydn, written a few days before 
hif denUi, he has theae p wpbe tt c expraefiona; " Venn 
todoi quefu^ tan qfidonaio a mi ptUria^ qm no toio bohi 
para morir en ella, mat para morir can ella.''* ** The 
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The character of Camoeks aiay be in* 
ferred from his writings. Au open and 
undignified contempt of every thing base 
and sordid, whatever w«re the rank or 
power of its possessor, formed one of its 
principal features. We have already seen 
how much the worldly interest of our poet 
was injured by this honourable audacity 
of soul. Those who condemn it must be 
ignorant that the exercise of this feeling 
produces a more enviable delight than 
any which fortune can^ver bestow. The 
poor man is not always poor! 

But gallantry was the leading trait in 
the disposition of Camoens. His amours 
were various and successful. Woman was 
to him as a ministering angel, and for the 
little joy which he tasted in life, he was 
indd>ted to her. The magic of female 

world shall witness how dearly I have loved my coun- 
try. I have returned, not merely to die in her bosom, 
hat to die with her !'* Soiita, Vid. § xxv. 
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charms forms bis favourite tbemei and 
while he paints the allurements of the sex 
with the glowing pencil of an enthusiast, 
he seems transported into that heliten 
which be describes. Nor did this pasaioo 
ever desert him ; even in his last days, h^ 
feelingly regretted the raptures of youtbi 
and liiigered with delight on the ^&»/^ff^ 
brances of love. A cavalier nao^ed Bjuy.de 
Camera^, having called. upon our author 
to finish a.pofetical ver^on of the seven 
penitential psalms, raising his he«d from 
his miserable pallet^ and pointii^; ta hie^ 
faithful slave, he exclaimed, ^^ Alas, when 
I was a po^t, I was young, and ha{q[>y, 
and blest with the bwe qfladieSy but iiowg 
I am a forlorn deserted wretch : > ■ ; Soo » h 
there stands my poor Antonio, vainly 
supplicating /<7ur-|7e;i£e to purchase a litt],e 
coals — I have them not to give himl" 
The cavalier, as Sousa quaintly^ relates, 
closed his heart and bis purse, and quit^ 

1 Sbuta Vid. § xxix. 
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ted the room. Such were the grandees of 
Portugal! 

mie' getihis of Cam6cns was almost 
uifirersa}. Like the great father of Eng- 
lish poetry, there is scarcely any species 
of writing, from the epigram to the epic, 
wMoh he lias not attempted, and, like 
hitti;^ he has succeeded in all. It is not 
the province of the translator to offer any 
rE^marks on the Lusiad. That task has 
ahready been ably performed. Of his mi- 
nor prodoctionii, the general characteris- 
tic is ease ; not the studied carelessness of 
inodelrn refinement, but the graceful and 
cfabrming simplicity of a Grecian muse 
When he wrote, the Italian model was in 
fashion, and as Camoens was intimately 
acquainted with that language, he too fre-r 
quently sacrificed his better judgment to 
the vitiated opinion of the public* Hence 
the extravagant hyperboles and laborious 
allusions, which he has sometimes, though 



larely, employed. Bot his own taste wa^ 
fbrmed on purer principles. He bad stu- 
died and admired the poems of Provence^ 
He bad wandered tbroogh those vast ca* 
tacomhs i^ buried genius, and treasure 
rewarded his search. Even the humble 
knowledge of Proven^ literature, which 
the present writer possesses, has enabled 
him to discover many passages which the 
Portuguese poet has rendered his qwu. 
But we must be careful not to defraud 
Camoens of the merit of originaUty. To 
that character he has, perhaps, a just^ 
claim than any of the moderns, Dante 
alone excepted. The same r^nark which 
Landino applies to that poet, may be re- 
ferr^ to him^ He was the first who 



1 «< The poetry of the Tioabadoun passed into Am- 
gon and Catalonia at the time when the Idngs of the 
foraier territory, (counts of Barcelona) became by 
marriage couots of Prorence." 

Mont, Le Grand, Fabliaax, vol. ii. p. 35. 

^ *' TfOfd Omero la lingua Greea motto gia abbon- 
dante, ed ehmata da Orfeoy da Mnseo, ^. ke. troTo 
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wrote with elegance in bis native tongue* 
Tbe language of Rome, and even of 
Greece, had been refined by antecedent 
authors, before the appearance of Virgil 
or of Homer, but Camoens was at once 
the polisher, and in some degree the ere* 
ator of hts own. How deplorable must 
have been its state, when it naturalized two 
thousand new words, on the bare authori* 
tj of a single manM Monsieur Manage 
was wont to pique himself on having in- 
troduced into French the term ** vinuste ;•* 
yet all his influence could never make it 
current, nor indeed did it long survive its 
illustrious fabricator^ 

Our author, like many others, has suf-* 
fered much from the cruel kindness of 

Virgilio la Latina esornata e da Ennio, e da Lucrezio, 
&c. &c. ma inanzi a Dante in lingaa Toscana nesmino 
av«a trovato alcana leggiadria, ^c." Landino. Comtn. 
la Dant. ed. mccccxci. fol. xiii. 
^ Longuefaana, ou Pense^s de VAhh€ Duibar/p. 899. 
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editors and commentators. After the first 
publication (^ his '^ Rhnas^ there appear* 
ed a number cf spnrions compositions, 
which, for some time, were attribated to 
him. Amongst these was a poem to which 
notice is due, not on accomit of its own 
merit, but from regard to the reputation 
ofCAMOENs. It is called ^' The Creation 
and Camposiiion of Man^^ and is a strange 
medley of anatomy, metaphysics, and 
school divinity. la subject, and occasion- 
ally in execution, it strikingly resembles 
the Purple Island of Pbineas Fletcher ; and , 
hke it, is a curious example of tortured 
ingenuity. One instance shall suffice. 
Man is typified under the symbol of a 
tower. The mouth is the gateway, and 
the teeth are described as two and thirty 
millers, clothed in white, and placed as 
guards on either side of the porch. His 
metaphor is more satirically just, when he 
represents the tongue as a female, old and 
experienced, whose office was to regulate 



ftnd asisi^t the efforts of the thirty-two grin-^ 
ders aforesaid, all young men of indispen-» 
sible utility and extraordinary powers ! 

'* Vurot e rijot, irinta e dout moleiroi 
♦* De grandefor^a, e util exerctqo /* 

He must possess no little credulity^ who 
would attribute such a work to the author 
of the Lusiad\ 

There is also another poem which bears 
his name, but is certainly the production 
of a different hand. The marty^rdom of St. 
Ursula and the eleven thousand virgins 
forms its subject. But it is not probable 
that the persevering chastity of these un- 
happy ladies could ever have found favour 
in the sight of our ainorous bard. It is still 



I A Treatise on Saxgery was piinted in 1551 , by Ber- 
nardino de Montana. The Second Part of it is calfbd 
« Bi Suemo,'* or, The Dreanni and seems to hare ^nen 
the original from which this singular poen^ was derived. 
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lev Ufcdhf tint he wodd hsfc oddmled 
it ia song. 

Camoeks is the rqwiUsd andicyr of 
three comedies^ published at diffetent pe- 
riods after his death. The subject of one 
of them is the amour of Antiocbiis with 
hb step-modier Stntomce. There are 
some fine passages to be fbond in this 
prodocdon; but in general, the writer 
seems to have anticipated the taste of mo- 
dem times, and to have conadered co- 
medy and fiuce as the same» Anodier is 
founded on the prolonged adventure of Ju- 
piter and Akmena. The third, and in- 
disputably the best, rehtes the romantic 
loves of a Prince of Denmark and a Spa- 
nish lady, who, after a due course of tribu- 
lation, prove to be first^ousins, and are 
happily united. But notwithstanding the 
improbability of the design, the execution 
is good; and, on the whole, this composi- 



SI 
tiQD bean internal eridence of die band 

ofCAMOENS. 

Something remains to be said of the 
present translation. It is offered to the 
world with difBdence, as the favourite 
amusement of a yomig mind, which, when 
obliged to relax from severer studies, pre« 
ferred literary trifling to total inactivity. 
The translator begs to observe, that for 
the most part, he has closely copied his 
author, but that where circumstances de- 
manded, he has not hesitated to be 

'' True to kit tente^^ut tnm to hiifsme,** 

Literal versions are justly deemed ab^ 
surd; yet, on the other hand, too great 
an extension of the Horatiaa precept^ 
*' Nee verbum verho^ has been the bane 
of many. It has proved to the world of 
traxislalion, what the phrase '^ liberality 
of sentiment'' has been to that of morals 
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•<— the worst of errors have ori^nated from 
both. 

Of the noUSf little cad be aaidw He 
who comments on amatory vers^ mider- 
takes bat a limited office. His utmost ef- 
fort is the citation of parallel passages^ 
nnless he substitute admiratioD for critic 
cism; a mistake into whichy of all others^ 
a translator is most likely to fall^ * 

The present writer has yet to ofier his 
grateful acknowledgments to those whose 
advice and experience have aided his la- 
bours« It is with pride and pleasure that 
he enrols among them the names of JPerof 
and of HayUjf^ To the kindness of the 
latter he is indebted for the assistance of 
many valuable books, which could not 
elsewhere be procured; and to the al- 
most fatherly friendship of the learned Bi- 
shop of Dromore, his obligations have 
long been unbounded. It is no small ho- 
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fionr to so young a wnler, that he should 
be countenanced by men, who, like the 
good spirits in Trissino^ sit under the 
shade of their own laurels, and smile en-^ 
couragement cm those who are labouring 
up the mountain oyer which thqr preside. 



POEMS, 



4*c. 



FROM THE PORTUGUESE OF 



CAMOENS. 



POEMS. 



CANZON. 



" Lemhrevot minha tristeza 
«< Sitej& fiutit," kc. 



Canst thou forget the silent tears 

Which I have shed for thee? 
And all the pangs, and doubts, and fears^ 
Which scattered o'er my bloom of years 
The blights of misery? 
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I never close my languid eye 

Unless to dream of thee; 
My every breath is but the sigh« 
My every sound the broken cry 

Of lasting misery* 

O when in boyhbod^ happier scene 

I pledg'd my love to thee^ 
How very little did I ween 
My recompence should now have been^ 

So much d misery ! 
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MADRIGAL. 



'* Se de.dS vettida andftii 

*' For quern j& vida no tern/* &«• 



Why art thou cIothM in sad array 
Ppr him^ whose days are doae. 

Yet dost no sign of grief display 

For those, thy lightning glances slay? 
Thonj^ he thou monmest be but x>nQ; 

•—More than a thousand, they.— • 

Thou bendest on the lover's pray'r 

The tearless eye of scorn ; 
And while thou dost, with barbarous care, 
Th' illusive guise of feeling wear, 

Tho* Pity*s garb thy breast adorn, 
—-She never enters there I 
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BfADRIGAL. (V.N.) 



riMor Midb M» «!#»,»> ace. 



The heart thai wum'd my gaitdoit brcwt 
Some wanton hind had thence conTey'd, 

But LoTe, idio aaw his bard diatroiB^d, 
In pity that the thief beCiay'd^-^ 

'' ^[Is she who owns the fidreat mien 

'' And sweetest eyes that e'er were seen!'' 

And sore if Love be in the rights 
(And was Love erer in the wrong?) 

To theej my first and aole delight^ 
That simple heart must now belong*** 

^-Because then hast the fairest mien 

And sweetest eyes that e*er were seen! 
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MADRIGAL. 

fr.N.j 



** NaS me hueaytf Amor Ugegro 
** NaS me hutcayt^ &c." 



Pr'tthbe^ Cupid, hence— <le8i8t— 
l¥hy should I increase the list 
Of boys, ^hose sole delights consist 
In kissing, and in being kiss'd? 

Starlight eyes, and heaving snows, 
Lips/ young rivals of the rose. 
Rounded limbs, and folding arms. 
Dreams of undiscovered charms. 
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Bound their witchery once about me; 

Butj» their prisoner now is free. 

Since on every side I see. 
There are fools enough without me! 

Pr'ythee, Cupid, hence— desists— 
Why should I increase tl^e list? 
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CANZONET. (F. N.J 



*^ Tiempo ! que todo mudat,, 
^< El verde tnanio que^** Ace. 



'"j-i 



Flowers are fresh, and bushes green^i 

Cheerily the linnets sing; 
Winds are soft, and skies serene; 
Time, however, soon shall throw 

Winter's snow 
O'er the buxom breast of Spring. 

Hope that buds in Lover's heart. 

Lives not through the scorn of yearsj 
Tune makes Love itself depart. 

Time and scorn congeal the mind^ 

Looks unkind 
freeze AflTection's warmest teara! 
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Time sball make the bushes green^ 
Time dissolve the winter-snow, . 
Winds be soft, ^nd skies serene. 

Linnets sing their JMrdnted strain. 

But again. 
Blighted Love shall never blow! 
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CANZONET. 

(vide REMA&KS on CAMOIJfS, PAGE 9.) 



" Polo meu apartamento 
'* Se arrazdOf** &c. 



I WHISPERED her my last adieu, 
I gave a mournful kiss; 

Cold show'rs of sorrow bathM her eyes. 
And her poor heart was torn with sighs; 
Yet — strange to tell — 'twas then I knew 

Most perfect bliss. — 

For Love, at other times suppressM> 
Was all betrayM at this— 
I saw him weeping in her eyes, 
I heard him breathe amongst her sighs, 
Aifd ey'ry sob which shook her breast, 

Thriird mine with bliss. 
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The sight nvhich keen Affection clears. 
How can it judge amiss? 

To me, it pictur'd hope ; and taught 
My spirit this consoling thought. 
That Love's sun, tho' it rise in tears. 

May set in bliss ! 
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RONDEAU. (V.ii.) 



** Com Amor a rosa^ 
** 2u€ taofretea,'' &e. 



Just like Love is yonder rose> 
Heavenly fragrance round it throws. 
Yet tears its dewy leaves disclose. 
And in the midst of briars it blows^ 

Just like Love.' 

CulPd to bloom upon the breast^ 
Since rough thorns the stem invest. 
They must be gathered with the rest 
And with it, tolthe heart be prest. 

Just like Love. 



jMlfike 
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STANZAS.- (V. N.J 



** Os bet vi sempre pastor 
«« No mundo," &c. 



X SAW the virtuous mau contend 
With life's unnumbered woes ; 

And he was poor — ^without a friend — 
Pressed by a thousand foes. 

I saw the Passions' pliant slave 

In gallant trim, and gay; 
His courae was Pleasure's placid Wave, 

His life, a summer's day. — 

And I was caught in Folly's snare. 
And join'd her giddy train — 

But found her soon the nurse of Care, 
And Punishment, and Pain. 

E 
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There rarely is some gaiding Pow'r 

Which rightly sufiers wrong- 
Gives Viee to bloom its little hour— 
But Virtae^ late and long! 
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CANZONET. (V.N.) 



** Estatse a primaoera tratladada 
" Em votta vista,*' &c. 



Spring in gay and frolic hour^ 
Deck'd my loye from many a flovr'r; 
Bade young hyacinths difiiise 
O'er her locks their scented dews; 
PlacM the Tiolet's darker dyes 
In her all-imperial eyes; 
Made her glowing cheek display 

Roses^ just their prime attaining; 

Bnt reserved the buds for staining 
Lips^ as fresh and firm as they! 

Dear one! he whose amorous suit 
Fain would turn thy blooms to fi^it; 
Does he merit thus from thee. 
Piercing thorns of cruelty ? 
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CANZON. (V.N.) 



'* Quando o solencuberto vay mostrando 
*' Ao mundo a Ita quiHa^ &e. 



When day has smiPd a sc^ ferewell^ 
And night-drops bathe each shutting bell. 
And shadows sail along the green. 
And birds are still, and winds serene, 

I wander silently* 

And while my lone step prints the dew. 
Dear are the dreams that bless my view. 
To Memory's eye the maid appears. 
For whom hare sprung my sweetest tears, 

SoQft,«Q tenderly:, 
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I see her, as with graceful care 
She binds her braids of sunny hair; 
I feel her harp's melodious thrill 
Strike to my heart — and thence be still 

Re-echoM faithfully: 

I meet her mild and quiet eye. 
Drink the warm spirit of her sigh. 
See young Love beating in her breast. 
And wish to mine it's pulses prest, 

God knows how fervently! 

Such are my hours of dear delight. 
And mom but makes me long for night. 
And thitik how swifk the minutes flew. 
When last amongst the dropping dew, 

I wandered silently. 



n 
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MADBIGAL. (V.N.) 



** Nwka mankaa suave 

'* Eitendendo seus ra^/' fcc. 



JDear is the blush of early light 
To him who ploughs the pathless deep^ 
When winds have ravM throughout the nighty 
And roaring tempests banish'd sleep — 
Dear is the dawn, which springs at last. 
And shows him all his peril past. 

Dearer to me the Inreak of day. 
Which thus thy bended eye illumes; 
And chasing fear and doubt away. 
Scatters ^e night of mental glooms. 
And bids my spirit hope at last, 
A rich reward for peril past ! 
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MADRIGAL. fJ^. N.J 



St 



ftuem se confia em hSt oJkot 
*' Nat meninat tklkt vi/* kc. 



The sina^le youth who trosts the hit. 
Or on their plighted truth relies. 

Might leara how yain such follies were. 
By looking in his lady's eyes. 
And catch a hint, if timely wise. 

From those dumb children, cradled there ! 

" Poor fool! thy wayward feati forbear,'' 
(Those mute adyisers seem to say) 

*' And hence with sighs, and tears, and care, 
** For thou but fling'st thy heart away, . 
" To make a toy — for babies' play." 



CANZONET. (V.N.) 



^ rmw /iiwwii" Ike. 



Thou hast an ^e offender \Aa^ 
And tlioa hasi iocks of Siapiine's hiie> 
And dieeks ^Mt riiame tlie morning's Yank, 
And lips that mi^ ftr rednoa make 

Roses soon natlabesido then: 
But whether soft or sweet as they^ 
Lady ! alas, I cannot say. 

For I have never tried them. 

Yet, thus created for delight. 
Lady! thou art not lovely quite. 
For dost thou not this maxim know. 
That Prudery is Bemty's foe. 
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A stain that man a jewel! 
And e'en that woman's angel &ce^ 
Loses a portion of its grace. 

If woman's heart be cruel! 

Loye is a sweet and blooming boy. 
Yet glowing with the blush of joy. 
And (still in youth's delicious prime) 
Though ag'd as patriarchal Time, 

The withering god despises: 
Lady ! would 'st thou for ever be 
As fair, and young, and fresh as he— ^ 

Do all that Love advises! 
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STANZAS. 



** Tnhaihot deteantarho 

" Se para odif trabaUuuu^** hue. 



1 El — ^labour, love! and toil would please. 
Were toil and lalxmr borne for thee; 

And Fortune's nursling, lapM on ease. 
In wealth of heart be poor to me! 

Why shoald I pant for sordid gain ? 

Or why Ambition's voice believe > 
Since, dearest, thou dost not disdain 

The only gift I have to give. 

Time would with speed of lightning flee. 
And every hour a comfort bring. 

And days and years, employed for thee. 
Shake pleasures from their passing wing! 
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CANZON. 



« 



Sepa, guien padett^ 
** &ue en la tepoUura,*' fcc. 



O WEEP not thixa-^we both shall know 

Ere long a happier doom; 
There is a place of rest below. 
Where thou and I shall surely go. 
And sweetly sleep, released from woe 

Within the tomb. 

My cradle was the couch of Care, 

And Sorrow rockM me in it; 
Fate seem'd her saddest robe to wear. 
On the first day that saw me there. 
And darkly shadowed with despair 

My earliest minute. 
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E'en then the grieft I now 

Ab natal bocms were given; 
And the fiur fomsk of Hs^ypineaB, 
Which hover'd romid^ intent to blefli^ 
Scar'd by the phantooM 4^ distress. 

Flew back to heayen! 

For I vras made in Joy's deq>ite> 
And meant for Iffisery's slave; 
And all my honrs of brief delight 
Fled, like the speedy winds of night. 
Which soon shall veil their snllen flight 

Across my grove! 



I 
k 
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CANZON. 



(j^l^ani^} 



'* Puet me distes tal herida 

*' Con gaha de darme miterte,** &c. 



%Y HEN I am done to death by thee. 

And cold thy lover lies; 
Tarn to me, dear one; turn and see 

Thy beauty^s sacrifice ! 



Turn to me, dear — and haply then 
Thy looks may life restore ; 

And teach the heart to beat again. 
That beat for thee before ! 



62 

Turn to me, dear! and should a gem 

On those soft eyelids shine-^ 
Fall holy balm— fiill fast from them 

In showers, and waken mine.—- 

Turn— and firom lips that breathe of May, 

If one kind kiss be given, — 
He who in deathly slumber lay. 

Slept— but to wake in Heaven ! 
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CANZONET. (V, N.y 



** Ot olhot iocegadot/* lie. 



JLady ! when with glad surprise, 
I meet thy soft and shaded eyes^ 
Or lost in dreams of love behold. 
Thy waving locks of darkened gold. 
Or press the lip, whose dew discloses 
Sweets, that seem the breath of roses. 
Lady! I sigh-»and with a tear. 
Swear earth is heav'n — if thou art near! 

But when (the hour of transport o'er) 
My souPs delight is seen no more. 
Remembering all thy host of charms, 
I tremble then with wild alarms; 

And, taught by jealous doubt, discover 
In every gazing youth, a lover; 
Confessing with a alent tear 
That heaven and hell.are wond'rous near! 
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CANZON. (V,N.) 



tt 



Se as penas com que Amor too mal me trata 
" Permiterem que eu tanto vha dellat,** Ace. 



Should I but liye a little more. 
Nor die beneath thy cold diBdain, 

These eyes shall see thy triumphs o'er. 
Shall see the close of Beauty's reign. 

For Time's transmuting hand shall turn 
Thy locks of gold to " silvery wipes;" 

Those starry k^mps shall cease to bum. 
As now, with more than heav'nly fires. 

Thy ripen'd cheek no longer wear 
The ruddy blooms of rising dawn; 

And every tiny dimple there 
^In wrinkled lines be roughly drawn! 
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And oh ! what showers of fruitless woe 

Shall fall upon that fatal day- 
How wilt thou weep the frequent '* no^ 
How mourn occasion past away. 

Those vain regrets^ and useless sighs. 
Shall in my heart no pity moye— 

V\\ deem them but a sacrifice 
Due to the shade of buried Love ! 



f> 
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8TAN2AS. 



TONtOBt. if.n.) 



** Segreda noite Amiga, « fue obetUfo, 
" At Totat/* &c. 



rNiGHT! to thee my vows are paid; 
Not that e'er thy quiet shade 
Me^ in bower of daUiance laid 

Blest and blessings covers! 
No — ^fbr thy friendly veil was made 

To shroud successful lovers; 
And I, Heaven knows. 
Have never yet been one of those 
Whose love has proved a thornless rosef 
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But since (as piteous of my pain) 
Goddess! when I to thee complain 
Of truth despis'd and hard disdain. 

Thou dost so mutely listen ; 
For this, around thy solemn fane 
Young buds I ^trewj that gliilen 
With tears of woe 
By jealous Tithon made to flow. 
From Morning-— thine eternal foe ! 



» 
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CANZON. {F.NJ 



" Arvore! ^ue hrando e heUo" BUi. 



Thou pride of the forest! whose dark branches 

spread 

iTo the sigh of the south-wind their tremulous 

green. 

And the tinge of whose buds is as rich and as red 

As the mellowing blushes of maiden eighteen ! 

O'er thee may the tempest in gentleness blow. 
And the lightnings of Summer pass harmlessly 
by; 

For ever thy buds keep their mellowing glow, 
1* hy branches still ware to the southernly sigh. 



^ 
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Because in thy shade, as I lately reclinM, 
The sweetest of visions arose to my yiew; 

^was the swoon of the soul-— 'twas the transport 
of roind*-^ 
^was the happiest minute that ever I knew. 

For this shalt thou still be my favourite tree,-~ 
In the heart of the poet thou never canst fade ; 

Jt shall of);en be warmM by remembering thee. 
And the dream which I dreamt in thy tremu- 
lous shade. 
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CANZONET. (V.N.) 



^ Mu eMtfJi, ag&9m,* kit. 



How sprightly were the nmndelays 
I saDg in LoYc's beginning days; 
— Now, alas, I but deplore 
Death of aU that blest before ! 

Then my heart was in its prime, 
(Twas Affection's budding time! 
-^it is broken now— and knows 
One sense only— «ense of woes! 

Joy was whilom dashM with iU, 
Yet my songs were cheerful still; 
— They were like the captive's strains, 
Chaunted to th^ sound of chains! 
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CANZON. (V.N.) 



** A minha dSr, a o name/* 4(C. 



Why should I indiKPeedy tell 
The name my heart has kept se well? 
Why to the sepseless orowd proclaim 
For whom ascends my bosom-flame? 

Alas, there are but very few 

Who feel as I for ever do-^ 

And hear, with shrinking sense of pain. 

Holy words from lips profane ! 

For she is holy in my sight 
As are the seraph forms of light; 
And that blest name denotes whatever 
Of good there b&--or chaste—or &ir. 



'» 
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Of her^ in time of heaviest woe^ 
I think, and tears forget to flow; 
Of her, in passion's fervid dreams. 
And rapture's self the sweeter seems.—* 

And shall the name, whose magic pow'r 
Throws light on every passing hour. 
Shall it, a word of usage grown. 
By every heartless fool be known? 



No— let it, shrin'd within my breast, 
A little saint, for ever rest. 
With pious ardours worshipped there,. 
Yet never mentioned, but in pray'rl 
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CANZONET. (V.N.) 



** A DAMA QUE JUS.AVA PELOS SEVS OLHOS." 

THE LADY WHO SWORE BY HEB EYES. 



** ^uando me quiz enganar 
** A minka hella pefjurOf*' &o. 



When the girl of my heart is on perjury bent^ 
The sweetest of oaths hide the falsest intent^ 
And Suspicion abashM^ from her company flies. 
When she smiles like an angel— 4ind swears by 
her eyes. 

For in them such magic, she knows, is displayed. 
That a tear can convince, and a look can persuade ; 
And she thinks that I dare not, or cannot, refuse 
To believe on their credit whate'er she may choose. 
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Bat I've leam'd from the paibfnl experience of 

youth. 
That yehement oaths never constitute truth ; 
And I Ve studied those treecherouA eyes, and I find 
They are mutabk signs of a mutable mind ! ^ 

Then, dear one» Pd rather, thrice rather beliere 
Whatever you assert, eyen though to deceiye, . 
Than that you *' by your eyes'' should so wickedly 

swear. 
And sin against heayen— for heayen is there! 



IS 



PART OF THE THIRD ELEGY. 

(T.M.) 



** Sulmoneiue Ovidio cksUrrada 
" Na aspereza,*' &c. 



When that sweet bard> to whose haononions hand 
Love's golden harp in softest warblings sigh'd. 
By stars unkind was too severely tried. 
And fbrcM afar from Rome's parental land 
To pace with weary step the Pontic strand ; 

What a cold rush of recollections came 
Across the exile's sad and sinking mind. 
When Memory drew the joys he left behind ! 
Her, who so long had fann'd his chaster flame. 
His babes— *his home— and all that charm'd before. 
And all that blest him once, — ^but ne'er shall bless 
him more. 
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Poor banidiM wrelcli !— he had not pow'n to bear 

Ihe TMly vimtteiable pangi of dioa^t; 

But ilill in woodfl^ and wilds, and caTenis sought 
A secret covert from the nmideier Care; 
Nofrdowiy wandering throng ^e midnight air. 

In briar'd deU he roama^ or paShksB grore. 
While vainly sings the mellow nightingale. 
Unheard by him— ahhoagh she chaont a tale 

So like his own — so sad— so fall of love— > 
Cks'd are his ears— and dim his moisteoM eyes 
ThatTiewwithdnll regard tfieooldand starry aides. 
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CANZONET. 



«ff 
«c 



Nao not engane a Hquaag 
Porqu/* &c. 



Since in this dreary vale of tears 
No certainty but death appears. 
Why should we waste our yernal years 
In hoarding useless treasure? 

No— let the young and ardent mind 
Become the friend of human kind. 
And in the generous service find 

A source of purer pleasure! 



IS 

Better to five despis'd and poor. 
Than Gnilfs eternal stings endure ; 
The futare smile of God shall cure 

The wound of earthly woes. 

Vain world ! did we but rightly feel 
What ills thy treacherous chaims conceal. 
How would we long from thee to steal 

To Death—and sweet repose! 



w 



CAN20N. (V.ff.) 



■ 



I MBT Loye wandMng o'er the wild. 
In flHttbhace of a mupit child; 
I heard hit name, and in th6 sound 
So much of sweat parsmuiion found. 
That piteous of his tears^ I pnMl 
The little darlitig to my tasaift. 
And watched his quiet shimben there. 
With jJi a lather^ tender cars ! 

From day to day the orphan grew. 
And with him my affection too; 
Till at the last^ around my mind 
The winning boy so closely twinM, 
I learnt his baby form to prize. 
Like one of those within mine eyes. 
And IoyM the young adopted more 
Than ever sire did son before; 



BO 

t had a bank of favourite flowers 
"V^hich bloBsomM e'en in wintry houfs^ 
Content, the bosom's thornless rose. 
And innocence, and heart's repose ; 
'--LoYe, like a rude and wanton boy. 
Broke into my bow'rs of joy^ 
Tore Content's young roses thence, 
Kill'd repose-— and innocence! 

Ah wretch ! what mischief hast thoii done 
To him who lov'd thee like a son! 
How couldst thou dim the doating eyes 
Which did thee like their ttabies prized 
How break the heart of him who prest 
Thee, cold and weeping to his breast. 
And watch'd thy quiet slumbers there. 
With all a fether's tender care? 
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CANZON. 

« EL PEQUEMO SONiaSO. 

PROM 

RIACHUELO. 



ff 



TO IKIS DE GUSTS. 

Dbar Ines, wouldst thou but believe 
A heart that knows not to deceive^ 

(Alas nor longer free;) 
That faithful heart should truly tell 
The secret charm^ the tender spells 

That bound it first to thee. 

^s not^ that cradled in thine eyes 
The baby Love for ever lies 

On couches dipp'd in dew| 
n!*is not because those eyes have won 
Thpir tempered light from April's sun. 

From Heaven their tints of blut! 

o 
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Tib not that o'er a bank of snow 
Thy parted tresses lightly floWj 

In wares of lucid gold; 
Nor yet because the hand of grace 
Has fbrm'd that dear inchanting face 

In beantys happier monid ! i 

It was not these—but from my soulj^ 
It W9S a little smile that stole* 

The ch^rishM owet s of rest; 
And ever since, from dawn to pight 
And night to dawn, it haunts my sightj, 

Ini dimples gsdly dreat. 



1 This lentiintnt is ?ery like some beautiftil lines of 
Clement Marot. 



Du rh de Madame (T Aliabret. 

* 

** EHe ha tr^s biea ettte goi)ge d*alb«atre, 
*' Ce doolx pailerj ce clair tainct, ce beaiilx yen, 

** Mais en effect, ce petit ris foUastre 
*' C*eflt a mon grtS ce qui Iny sled le mieux.** 
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E'en now by Fancy's eyes are seen 
The pofish*d rowsthat break between 

Two lips that breathe of May*; 
E'en now — but oh> by Passion taught. 
Young Fancy forms too bold a thought 

For timorous LoTe to say! 

Yet, Ines — ^wouldst thou but believe 
A heart that kno^rs not to deceive, 

(Alas! nor longer free;) 
T would tell thee, thou canst ne'er impart, 
A smile of thine to soothe a heart 

More truly bound to thee ! 



3 Literally, ** Desangre y leehe piniadotJ' This simile, 
which in our languaf^ would convey any idea but that of 
beautyi is nevertheless very common in Spanish Poetry. 
Camoins too has frequently adopted it. 



SONNETS. 

(7.H.) 
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SONNET I. rr. N.) 



" cuUo tUvinal se celehratm 
** No temph donde," fcc. 



SwEETtY was heard the anthem's choral strain^ 
And raytiads bow'd befpfe the sainted shrii^* 
Ii^ scleinn reverence to their Sir0 dltine^ 

Who gave the Lamb^ for guiHy tnortak akdn 2 * 

When« in the midst of GodV eternal bon^ 
(Ah little weiening of hi» fell design t) 

• Love bore the heaort (which since hath n^'er 
been mine) 

To ouej who seesi'd of heavVs elected tiiaio! 

For sanctity of place or time were vain, 
'GaHut that blind archer^asonl-consqming ps^t 

Which scorns^ and soars all circumstance above*^ 

Oh, Lady! sii^ce IVe worn thy gently qhainj. 
How oft hare I deplor'd ea/oh wasted bonr^ 

When I was free-^«nd had not lean^'d to lotft I 



SONNET tt (V. N.) 






WmuB OD the nmgiii of hb native Aorts, 
In death's ooM hour the alrer cygnet lies. 
Soft melodies of woe, and tnndbl m^iu. 

And lamenfatiensinld, he phuntive poarsj 

Still chann'd of life— and whikt he yet deplores 
Thedrear, dark night that seals his closing eyes^ 
In mannar'd grief lor lost ezitleDce^-dies! 

So^ Lady» (thon, whom still my soal adores), 
Whilescarcely lingering in a world of piun. 

My wearied spirit treads the rerge of death-^ 

O Lady, then thy Poef s parting breath 
Shall faintly animate his final song, 

To tell of broken tows — and cold dtsdaun— 
And oueqaited love— ^nd cmel wrong! 
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SONNET ra. (V. N.) 



** Agora toma a etpada, agora apena 
V Eiiaeio notto/* dec. 



J^ustaceI or when yoa wield the ponderous 
speftfy 

Or mingle in the bard's romantic throngs 

To you^ eternal pahns of fiune belong! 
To Mars alike, and to the Muses dear. 
Whether adown the waves of war you steer* 

Or sail upon the tranquil streams of song. 
O, if awhile, with cadence clear and strong. 
My reed might hope to charm your learned ear, 

AilundebasM by aught of pastoral sound. 
Then, £u8tace> would diat humble reed proclaim, 

Howyou (for valour as for verse renown'd) 

Shall win the warrior's and the poet's praise. 
And likea wi^ch-tow'r on the steeps of fame, 

SbowV light upon the sons of distant daysf 
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SONNET IV. fF. N.) 



** No mundo poueot an&t e emuadM 
*' fivi, cheot de vil tniseria,** &c. 



Slowly and heavily the time has run 

W^iqb I have jouimey'd on thi^ earthly stage; 

For, scarcely entering oo my prime of age^ 
Grief markM me for hier owiis ^^ yonder sua 
Had the fifih lustrum of my days begun : 

And 8in<?e> compubiy^ Fate aii4. Fortune's rage 

Have V^ my steps a long, loiig pilgrimage 
In search of 1qs( repose, but findi^C ^<^^ > 

For that fell star which o'er my cradle hung. 
Forced me from dear Alamq9S»'9 ni$tic c&sMrmej 
To combat pisrUi^ 4nmge and dir^ alaims, 

TVIidst thajb rough vm^, .whow^awgry wafers roar 
Rude Abj-ssii^ia's^G^Teru^'d i^USb cimoiig» 

-*-Far from grfj^i^ Portugal's paiental shore! 
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SONNET V. 

(tio. n. and life of camoens, page 9.) 



u 



Ajiuella irute e Uda madrugada^** &c« 



Till IfOTer^^ tQ»r«» at parting cease to flow, 

, Nor afuwfcff -d. hf sirts by sircmg c}e«pair be torn ; 

So ioog ro(:oil4^,be tt^at April Inqra 
When^gkamft of joy were dasb'd with show'rs of 

. . woe: 
Seawfi bad the purpling east began to glow. 

Of JOOdcnfiil mea ife saw me moat forbrn; 

Sb^w Ibose Jbtard pangb, by gentle bosoms borne^ 
(The hardest sure that gentle bosrass know!) 
z^^rBat oh, H saw Love's cbariau^g secret told 
By tears £aist dropping. frcmi celestial eyes. 
By sofas of g^ief, and bysiioh piteous sighs 

As e'en might torn th' in^Brnal cavenis cold. 
And nudw the guilty deem their sufFerings ease. 
Their torments itt^ry»«comp«r'd to these ! 
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SONNET VI. (V. N.) 



<< Jidgame a genie ioda porperdida 

** Vendome tmi eniregue a meu ew/dado^ fce. 



IVIy senses lost, misjadgiug men dechrcj 
And Reason b^nish'd from her mental throne. 
Because I shun the crowd, and dwell alone 
In the calm tmnce of undistnrhM deqmir. 
Tears all my pleasure— all my comfort care ! 
But I haye known, from, long experience known^ 
How vain the worship to those idols shown, 
(Which charm the world, and re^ unrivalPd 

there: 
Proud dreams of pow'r, and fortune's gilded gliure. 
The Ughts that blase in tall Ambition's tow'r, 
For such, let others waste life's little hour 
In toil and weary search— hut be it mine, 
. Lady! tomuaeof thee-^andinmy bow'r 
Pour .to thy.praise the sQuI-impassion'd UneJ 
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SONNET Vn. (V. N.J 



** Se quando votperdi, minka aperan^a 
** A memaria perderajuntamenief" &.c. 



Whbn firom my heart the hand of Fortune tore 
Those smiling hopes that cheer'd mine earlier 
day, 
' Would that dbe too had kindly borne away 
The sweetly sad remembrances^of yore! 
I should not then, as now, in tears deplore 
* My buried bliss, and comfort's &st decay; 
-«-For ZiOYE (on whom my vain dependance lay) 
Still lingering on delights that live no more. 
Kills all my peace—whene'er the tyrant sees 
My spirit taste a little hour of ease ! 
Fell star of fiite! thou never canst employ 
A torment teeming with severer smart. 
Than that which Miemory pours upon the heart. 
While clinging round the sepulchre <rf joy! 
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SONNET Vin. (V. N.J 



** Clarat agoas efruu So Mondegm 



AioNDEGo! thoa^ who6e waters coM and clear 
Gird diQte .gi^n banks^ itlwre Fahcf 

irDOId atflty^ 
Fondly to muse on that departed day 

When Hope was ki6d» dnd.FrieiMUh^ aeem'd 
Biacere; 

— ^Ere I had pnrch&s'd knowledge witii a tear, 
-i— Mondego! thotigh I bend my jpilgriiir.way 
To other ihores, where other fiiolitaiiu .stray/ 

And other riTers roli their proiid. career, 

$tiU — nor shall ttmei nor grief»..nor staiii severe. 
Nor wideniog distance e^^ psewl ill ftught 

To make thee less. to this nd hoslmi dear; . 
And Memory oft, b^ jdM Afl^ion taught*' 
Sbdll lightly speed upon the plumes of thoa^t. 

To bathe amongst thy waters cdd and ckari 
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SONNET IX. (F. N.J 



** Sttfm diz que amor he f alto ou en^anot^ 
•• Ligeyro ingfato,'' iwj. 



Iaves there a wretch, who would profanely dare 
On Love bestow a tyranf a harbaioiit Haiiie^ 
And foe to ev«ry soft delight, prockisi 

His service, slavery; its wage^ care ^ 

For ever liiay be prove it so, nor e'er 
Feel the dear traasports of that fp^neroua flame } 
For bim nor maiden 8iiiile> fior aieltiag dome 

The silent oMicfa of midnight bliffi pl^part ] 
For much be wrongs the gettliest^ best of poW'rs, 

Whose very pangs can chamvuid torments plelMr^ 
Whom kmg Pve known, and in wbose angriesj^ 
bonrs 

Sucb nqytnre firand, as vrould I not fisrego^ 

No^-mt Ibrego^ for all the dead, cold ease . 
Which ditfl ladiflferenoe couM e'er bestow i "■ 
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SONNET X. (V. Nj 



" Daei Senkorm, dm beUeza idem 
«« Fmrufmurdet/* &e. 



Come, tell me, fiarest, {irom what orient mine 
Where mkdiscoTer'd lurk the springs of day. 
Did thy triomphant tresses steal away 

Their sonny tinges, and theirhues diyine? 

What magic makes thine eye so sweetly shine, 
like the clear breaking of a sammer^l day ! 

And when did Ocean^s rifled caves resign 
The pearly wealth thy parted lips betray. 

When they are severed by seducing smiles? 
— Yetbearme, fairest, since with barbaronscare. 

Such store of blandishment and ^dangerous wiles> 
To thee thy star's propitious genius gaTe,->^ 
*-WamM by the self-adorer's £ite, beware^ 

Nor gate On yonder fount's reflecting wave ! 
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SONNET XI. (V. N. ) 



** ApoUo e at i^&oe mwoM detepUamh 
** Com u dourmia Ura^^ fcc. 



it 



What time the liberal Muses deighM to shoVr 
Soft inspirations o'er my golden lyre. 
Love, only Idve, would all my notes inspire^ 
While thus I 8ang> within my Gottag&-bow'r^^ 
blessed be the day, and blest the hour. 
When first I felt the sweets of young desire; 
Blest be ^he eyes that woke my am'rous fire, 
'' And blest the heart, so soon that ownM their 
pow'r!" 
Such was of old my cheerful rosxa^ldiy, . 
Till time made all the dear, delusion flee. 

Tore fipm my heart, not loVe, but hope, away. 
And turning all my sunny scenes tb night, 
VeiPd eyery prospect firoin my sick'nihg sight. 
Save those 6f greater ill8-*if greater be! 
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SONNET XII. (V. N.) 



** Emflor v6t arraneou (PeniS& ereteuUt. 
** Ah Senhor Dom Aniamo," kc. 



DEAniost Antonio! whilst I yet de|^re 
My boflom's friend-— 4nd mourn the withering 

blow 
Which Uddy in manly flow*r« the warrior low> 

Whofe valpur sham'd the glorious deeds of yore; 

E'en while mine eyes their humid tribute pour, 

• My spirit feels a sad delight, to know 
That thou hast but resigned a world of woe 

Forone,wherepains and griefishall wound nomore; 
Tho* torn, alas/from this sublunar sphere. 

For ever torn, by War% ungentle hand. 
Still, were the Muse but as'AfFectioii strong. 
My dead Antonio should fevite in song. 

And, gracM by Poetry's " melodiodd tear," 

Lire, in tfairmemdiry df » graiefd Tand ! 



99 



SONNET Xni. (V. N.) 



" Afermomra desiafresea terra 

** E a sombra dot verdet eattanheirot,** &c. 



Silent, and cool, now freshening breezes blow 
Where groves of chesnnt crown yon shadowy 

steep ; 
Aad all around the tears of Evening weep 

For closing day, whose vast orb, westering slow> 

Flings o'er th'embattled clfmds a mellower glow. 
While hum of folded herds,and murmuringdeep. 
And falling rills, such gentle cadence keep. 

As e'en might soothe the weary heart of woe: 
Y^t what to me is eve, what evening airs. 

Or falling rilb, or ocean's murmuring sound. 
While sad and comfortless I se^k in vain 
Her who in absence turns my joy to capes. 

And as I cast my listless glances round. 
Makes varied sc?n.6ry but varied pain ! 
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SONNET XIV. (V. N.J 



M 



jMt best beloT'd! — although onpil^^g side* 
And wrathful fortune sternly thus ccmspin^ 
To bid thy servant's Ungering steps retire 

Far from the tempered gleam of beauty's eyes — 

Bound stiU to thine by Love's eternal ties. 
That heart remains; where chaste and warm 

desire^ 
Yet fondly glows with all its former fire. 

And Death's cold touch and wastingTime defies— 

— Yes<^-and as urg'd by Fate's commands I go 
To furthest regions, and unkindest shores, 
Ob there^ thy magic name's mysterious charm 
Breath'd in a sigh> shall danger's self disaipn. 

And while tbe combat raves, or tenqpest j-oani, 
Lulltheloud8torm,andsoothethethreafningfoe! 
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SONNET XV- (V.N.) 






I sAiiG of toi^e-i'-atid iti-so imwt a slraiD> 
That hearts most hard were soften'd at the sound. 
And blosbing girls, who gdiiy thronged around. 

Felt their soul^ tingle i^ith delightful psiii-* 

For quaintly did tny chaunted songs eixplain 
Those Httk secrets that in lore abound-^ 
Life in a kiss, and death in al^aeboe fonnd*— 

Feign'd anger*«*4low content-i-and jcoy disdain,. 
And hardihood,atleiigthwithc<HiquMbTown'd» 

Tet did I not wilii these rude lips proclaim 
Fronii' whom my song such sweet instructions 

drew> 
Too weaky alas! to poar the praises due 

From youthful gratitude, to grace the name 
Of her, who kindly taught me all she knew! 
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SONNET XVI. (V.N.) 



*' &t dm cdebn JLmunt aftrmonara 
** Sum mttmeroto Cunei* ^•^ 



Ir those fiun'd channs which gracM the Tuscan 

Could wake a bard so tender and so true. 
Lady! to yoa^ sure heaVnly songs are due« 

Since Heaven has formM you with peculiar care; 

Then how, alas, shall humble Liso dare 
Attune his simple melodies to you ? * 
Must I hot trust to that kind chance anew 

Which whilom wove the rosy bands I bear, 

(When first it gave you to my amorous view;) 
•—For certes. Lady, you derive your birth 
From yon pure sky^and did fromthencedescendj 

To cherish virtue on this lowly earth, 
Atid mortal hearts of baser mould amend^ 

By bright example of superior worth! 
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SONNET XVn. iV. N.) 



" Eu vivia de lagrimMt iaemto 
** Num engano tai doct/* &c. 



X BOM sorrow free, and tears, and dull despair, 
I liy'd. contented in a sweet repose; 
I heeded not the happier star of those 

Whose amorous wiles achievM each conquerM fair ; 

(Such bliss I deem'd full dearly bought with care :) 
Mine was meek Loto, that ne'er to frens^ rose. 
And for its partners in my soul I chose 

Benevolence, that never dreamt a snare. 

And Independence, proudly cherish^ there ! 

— Dead now is Happiness-— 'tis past, 'tis o'er — 
And in its place, the thousand thoughts of yore. 

Which haunt my melancholy bosom, seem 

Like the iaint memory of a pleasing dream*— 
They charm a moment«*and ihey are no more ! 
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SONNET XVm. 

(▼• V. AV]> LIVE OF CAMOmwn, r AGS ••) 



€4 



Lmio miil Iramqatb ftuefiouU^ &c 



Deak band, which once adom'd my worshipped 

Pledge of that better gift I hope to gain. 

In joflt reward of Love's long^snffi^d p»n; 
What mighty tranq>ort wonid my bosom share 
Had I bnt won a tress of that crisp hair. 

Whose rich luxuriance late thon didst restrain ! 

Much though I pri^e thee, must my heart com- 
plain. 
Since deem'd not worthy next its pulse to wear 

A little portion of that precious gold! 
Dear band, my miser soul were grievM indeed. 

That stars severe and wayward firte withhold 
Truth's just reward, and long afiection's meed. 

But that I know 'tis in Love's legends told« 
Gifts, small as these, ta greatest blessings lead ! 
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SONNET XIX. Y^. iV.; 



*' Senhor Joad Lopez, o meu haixo ettadOf 
** Oniem vi posto em,^ k^. 



O Lopez! yesterday the stars were, kind. 
And on my lowly state so fairly smiPd, 
Thateyen thou, though Fort^uhe's faTOur'd child. 

For mine would gladly hare thy lot resigned. 

Her form I saw^ who chains thy ptisonM mind. 
Her voice I heard, which musically mild« 
While like a spell it e^ery sense beguil'd. 

E'en lulPd to peace the rude and restless wind! 

— ^Lopez! that voice such rare persuasion armM, 
That, in a word, our hearts it better charmM 

Than others could in thrice a thousand more :— - 
How have I since 'gainst Fortune ravM and Love, 

^Cause that blind boy compels us thus t' adore 
Her, whom high fortune rears our hopes above ! 
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SONNET XX. (V. N.J 



** Os olhoi omU o catto Amor ardia 
'* Ledo de te ver^*' fcc. 



Xhose charming eyes^ within whose starry sphere 
Love whilom sat^ and smilM the hours away, 
Tho^e braids of light that sham'd the beams of 
day. 

That hand. benignant, and that heart sincere; ' 

Those virgin cheeks, which did so late appear 
Like snow-banks scattered with the blooms of 

May, - 
Tam'd to a little cold and worthless clay. 

Are gone — ^for ever gone— -and perish here, 

— »But not unbathM by Memory's warmest tear! 
-—Death ! thou hast torn, in one unpitying hour 
That fragrant plant, to which, while scarce a 
flower. 

The mellower fruitage of its prime was given; 

Love saw the^eed— and as he linger'd near, 
Sigh'd o'er the ruin, and returned to Hoav'n! 
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STANZAS. 



^^'Mi nueva y dmiee querela 
<' £9 mnnble;* fcc. 



Within my bosom's ceH I bear 
A recent wound — a valaed woe; 

It lurks unseen and buried there. 
No gazing eyes my secret know; 

It was, perhaps, too plainly told. 

When last I heard the speaking maid; 

—The rock untouched was hard and cold, 
->«The stricken flint its fires betrayed! 
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LUSIAD. CANTO VL 



ESTANCIA XXXVm. 

ildM quanta este conselho sefazia. 
No fundo agnoso, a Jeda e hssafi'Ota 

Com vento sossegado proseguia 

Pelo tranquUlo mar^ a longa rota : 
Era no tempo quando a lux do dia 
Do Eoo emisferio estd remota 
Os da quarto da prima se deitdvam 
Para & segurtdo- os auttos- despertax>am^ 
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THE 

NIGHT SCENE 

IN TRS 

VI. LUSIAD. 

(V. N.) 



XXXVIIL 

MeaIitime as tbas below the munnuring deeps 
In solemn .council meet the watery train. 

Her bold career the weaned navy keeps. 
Yet cheerM by Hope, while o'er the tranquil 
main. 

To silence hashed, the bttHMling tempest sleeps; - 
— Twas at the hour, whealong the solar waii^ 

Had roird down Heav'n-^and rous'd from warm 
repose. 

Slow at their comrades' cattthe second watoharose. 



112 
XU. 

Nad he disse VeUdso^ cotisajtista 
Tratar brahduras em tanta aspereza, 

^ue o trabalho do mar que tanto custa 
Nad sofre amoves, nem delicadeza; 

Antes de guerra fervida e robusta 
A nossa historia seja, pais dureza 

Nossa vida ha de ser, segundo entendo 

Que trabalho por vir mo estd dizendo. 

XLir. 
Consentem nisto todos ST encomendad 

4 Velhsoy que conte is to, que aprova; 
Contarety disse sem que me reprendoo 
De coniar cousa fabulosa ou nova: 
K por que os que me ouvirem daqui apren- 
dao 
Afazerfeitos grandes de alta prova, 
.Dos nacidos direi na nossa terra, 
E estes sejdb os doze de Inglaterra. 
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XLI. 

" Perish that thought V the b<Ad Veloso cries ; 
" Who talks of Love in danger's dire extremes ? 

'* Shall we> while giant perils round us rise, 
'' Shall we attend to those enerving themes? 

" No— rather some tremendous tale devise 
** Of war's alarms, for such our state beseemsr^ 
So shall we scorn our present ills, and learn 
To cope those coming toils my prophet eyes 
discern/' 






XUI. 

He spoke — ^and all accord — and all exclaim, 
" To thee, Veloso, thee, the task is due!'' 

" None then," he cries, ''shall this narration blame 
" For slighted truth, or fables told as true; 

^ Arms I rehearse, and such high feats of fame. 
That all who hear shall glorious deeds pursue, 
Fir'd by the praise their own compatriots gain'd, 
Whoerstthetiltedfight'gainstEngland'sTwelve 



maintained* 

1 



lU 



XUIL 

No tempo que do reyno a redea leve 
JoaoJiUio de Pedro moderava, 

Depots que sossegado e livre o teve. 
Do visinho poder que o molestava; 

Ldy na grand Inglaterra que de neve 
Boreal sempre abunda, sernedva 

Afera Erinnis dura, e md cizania 

Que lustre fosse a nossa Lusitania ! 
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XUII. 

" When mighty Juan held the regal reins, 

''(Great Pedro's son) for gentlest sway renowned, 
" What time he boldly burst those despot chains 
Which proud Castile about his country bound. 
It happM in haughty England's cold domains, 
*' Where Boreal snows lor ever clothe the 
ground, 
" Dire feuds arose— and from that distant shore, 
" Eternal lights of fame our Lusian warriors bore/' 



it 






NOTES. 



NOTES. 



MADRIGAL. 7. 40. 

1 HIS is one of the many poems which Camoens 
originally wrote in Spanish. There are some of 
his compositions of a more motley description^ in 
which he blends two languages together, and 
walks, as he expresses it, '^ with one foot in Por* 
tugal and the other in Spain/' Cam htm pi a Por» 
tugtiezd, e oittro a Ca$telhana. 



MADRIGAL, P. 41. 

Matos, in one of his letters, quotes this little 
Poem as the production of Camoens, and on that 
authority only it is here inserted. 
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CANZONET. P. 45. 
tnaged 



flentiment in his happiest manner. Nothing is 
more freqnent in ProYen9al poetry than gay and 
romantic descriptions of Spring, " wherem eche 
tfynge rtneatelh, awe anclie the Lotur^J} 



RONDEAU. P. 47. 

Perhaps this little Poem, in its present form, has 
no very just claim to the tide which it bears. 
Like the preceding one, it seems to have been 
suggested by a hint of Ausias Mdrch, a Trouba- 
dour. 

Sweet is love, and sweet is the rose. 
Each has a floVr, and each has a thorn ; 
Roses die when the cold wind blows. 
Love, it is kill'd by lady's scorn! 

^ Surry. 
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STANZAS. P. 49. 

These fine moral lines are remarkable for their 
extreme simplicity. The third Stanza probably 
alludes to one of those little transgressions of which 
oar Poet was often guilty^ but of which he seldom 
repented. The commentators suppose that it re- 
lates to a negro girl, of whom he was passionately 
fond. They endeavour to defend the irregu- 
larity of his taste, by comparing it to the pen- 
chani of the wisest of men for the dusky Queen 
of Sheba. 

This negro slave was named Joanna, and to her 
Camoens addressed some pretty verses, begin- 
ning. 

The captive which Victory gave to my arms 
Has prisonM my soul in the chain of her- charms; 
So I soothe her with gentle good-humour, that she> 
In return, may be more than good-humourM to 
me! &c. &c* 
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CANZONET. P. 51. 

A mistrett composed of flowers is by no meant 
a rarity in the garden of tbe Moses* Oar own 
IE^>en9er has quaintly pursued this thooght^ 

" Her iippes did smell like unto giUiflowers^ 
" Her rtiddie cheeks like unto roses red ; 
Her snowy browes like budded bellamoun. 
Her loveiie em likepmkes but newlie ijpred; 
Her goodlie bosome like a strawberrie bed; 
** Her neck like to a bunch of cullambines, 
*' Her brest like lillies 'ere their leaves be shed, 
" Her nipples like young blossom'd jessamines/' 
&c. 

It must be confessed that the 4th and 6th fines 
of this fanciful Sonnet convey strange ideas of 
the lady's charms. 

* Sonnet 64 : And Sbak8peai«» Sonnet 99. 
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CANZON. P. 52. 

Imitated firom the 34th Sonnet. The Translator 
humbly presumed, that the graces of this charm* 
ing little Poem would appear to greater advandage 
in its present form than in that of a Sonnet, 

The creative powers of fancy, during the ab- 
sence of a mistress, form a favourite subject of 
Provencal poetry. There is a very comical story 
somewhere of a fastidious gallant, whose pervert- 
ed imagination conjured up circumstances, that 
finally put Love to death. 

Camobms seems to have taken the hint of this 
Poem from Petrarch^ Sonnet 90. 



«— Ssimtfcctb ivbche stfpi, ifc. 

Lawra nd valve — 

Shd tuUa taMk e qui la vidi altera. 

Or aspra, orpkma, or dispieidta, orpia. 

Or vestirsi, Sfc, ife: 



And Petrarch was, perhaps, indebted for the 
idea to O^id. Fast. 2. 709. 

' Carpitur aiioniios nAseniis imagine setuus 
Hie: recordanti pbara magUquepHaeeHt: 
Sic sedk, sic cuUaJuit, sic stamina nevii; 
JSegkctet coUo mcjacuire come: 

Hos habuit vtdtus, hoc iUi verhafttinmi. 
Hie color, kacfacie9, hie decor oris erai; 

Sic quamvis aber at pladtwprcssentia forma, ^ 
Qua: dederat prasens forma mamAaiamor. 



IMITATSD. 



Strange isthepow'rofthought'— oft Memory seems 
To view the maid in yisionary dreams. 
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Or bending a'er the loom with pataept care; 
Her white neck shaded by descending hair^ 
Or when her song the lapse of timor jbeguiles. 
Or sagely sad> or ripen'd into smiles; 
The same that blush, the same that faaltless grace. 
The same those gay bewitcheries of face; 
—Lore deems her near— and hangs upon the form. 
Which Fancy draws — as wishing and as 'warm ! 



MADRIGAL. P. 54. 

ZMKTATSD f ROM THB BIOtNNINO OF TSI WttTH ODB. 

Boscan, a celebrated Spanish Poet, has a thought 
somewhat similar. 

Como despues del tempestoso dia 
La tarde elara suele ser sabrosa, 
Ydespues delh noditcf^brata 

El rupiUmdot del Solplazer endna; 

Asii en m padecer el idtaki mia .^ 
C^n la tarde dellneiies tan gotasa,^. 



Street ii eirening's tnnqQil tine. 
When the day- of storms is donei 

Sweet the clear eold hour pf primie. 
Night just scattered by the sua; 
•— ^weet«»biit sweeter fin* to me> 

The dawn of hope d^Bbs'd by thee! 



MADRIGAL. P. 55. 

The same term in Portugneae signifies both the 
pupil of the eye and a child. Hence the turn of 
this fiincifol poem. Numberless and wretched 
have been the concetti to which this unfortunate 
pun has given birtb* In our own language, some- 
thing of the same kind has beea attempted by 
Dr. Donne: 

'' So to engraft our bandes as yet» 
" Was all the meaneffto nmlce m one, 

'< And pictures io oar eyes to get 
" Was aU ow propagattont" 

fiM SK^af ACY. 
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Poniie's was the age of quaintness, and it is 
surprising that this idea has not been more rami- 
fied and tortured by the English metaphysical 
poets of that school. 



CANZOK. P. 56. 

Some of the cotiiment of Faria has been intro- 
duced into the translation of this poem, and cer- 
tain very necessary liberties taken with the ori- 
ginal. 

'* Thou hast an eye,** &c. Notwithstanding all 
that has been said^ and all that has been written 
to disprove the existence of a real and positive 
standard of beauty^ were we to argue from the 
universality of poetical taste in every age, we 
should place the essence of female loveliness in 
the description before us. — Locks of auburn and 
eyes of blue have ever been dear to the sons of 
song. The Translator almost ventures to doubt 
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whether these two ideas do not enter into ereiy 
combination of charms created by the poetical 
mind. The former are ahnost constantly acccnn- 
panied by the advantages of complexion^ and by 
that young freshness which defies the imitation 
of art« Sterne even considers them as indicative 
of moral qualities the most amiable^ and asserts 
that they denote exuberance in all the warmer, 
and, consequently, in all the better feelings of the 
human heart. The Translator does not wish to 
deem this opinion as wholly unfounded. He is, 
however, aware of the danger to which such A 
confession exposes him, — ^but be flies for protec* 
tion to the temple of 

" AuREA Venus.'* 



CANZONET.- P. 63. 



This Poem is attributed to Camobns on very 
slight authority. It is certainly a curious speci- 
men of the doggish jealousy too often found in 
the amours of his country. 



jf 
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'' -^that Heaven is wandWous near.*' This sen- 
timent strikingly resembles some lines of GtdUeni 
Aesmer, an old Proyen9al Poet. 

" Quant eu li quier merce en genoillos 
Ela mi colpu, et mi met oehaisot 
£ Vaigua m* cur av^lfer mtr la vt# 
£ ela me/ai ung regard amora$ 
*' £teuk bais la bucka, €*l*s aUam'das 
" — Adoncq mi par ungjoi 4* Paradis^i'* 

IMITATED. 

When at her feet I long have prayM, 
With pleading eloquence of s»gjtfi 

What bliss to hear the melting maidi 
In lowly murmurs bid me — " Rise.*'-*- 

How all my bosom-pulses l^eat 
When with a kiss I seal her eyes! 

My soul springs forth her soul to meet^ - 
— ^They meet and i^ix-^in Pavadite;! 
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CAMZON. P. 64u 

The bhortnefls of life, says one of oor most ele- 
gant writers, is eqnaUy farourable to the arga- 
ments of the Tolaptaary and of the moralist. 
Every hard-hearted fair one, from the beginning 
of time, has been reminded that 

'' La BeauUe nVtf ungjhfict de garde.*' 

This Canason seems to have been suggested by 
part of the 63d Chant, of Ausioi Mdrch, the Pro- 
ven^ Poet. 

** No sabea prou si leixau temps fugir 

^ — Et temps perdut nopolt ester cobrat" &c. 

Did ever yet a moment stay 

To please the dallying lover? 
And virho that lost th^ lucky day 

Could e'er that loss.repover? &c. &c. 
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'' Tfy locks qfgM," &c. So Bembo, 

" Quando U chiomB d*or caro e lucente 
** Saranno argenu" &c. 

The Translator has^ in this place^ taken a line 
from Dnunmond. 

'' Thoie vain regrets,** &c. Gil Polo, a Spanish 
Poet, prettily treats this thought in his 
lib. ii. 

*' Porque toma tal vmgm^, 
** De vosoiras el amor, 
" Que enionces as dd dolcr 
** Stuando osfaUa la etperanfa.'** 

Thy pride of charms shall all decay. 
And thou shait then its forfeit pay. 
And vainly weep thy former scorn. 
Thy thousand loyers* slighted pray'rs,*— 
And grief shall in thy heart be bora. 
When love is dead in theirs ! 
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STANZAS TO NIGHT. P. 66. 

These Stanzas are the concliisioft «f an Ode to 
the Moon, and are the only part of it which is 
woiih Ae trooble of tianriation. 

" Young buda Ittrew** &c. The classical of- 
feriiig of flowers to Night seems to have been sug- 
gested fay B. Tasw. Rkme, Lib. ii. Can. S. 

" Notte! che ddho datu 

'' AtcoUi le mie voci nka t nokae f 
** Poicke d^ahro homrmrte 
^ Nimpo8s&,prendiHe»a 
** fkieau negre viole e queste rose 
*' BdU* wnor rugMose/' kc. 

Night! since thy pensiye ear did not disdain 
The weeping lover's sadly dittied strain. 
Large gifbs of gratitude to thee he owes. 
Who kindly listen^ to his tale of woes.-- 
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Be generous still— his little all receive. 
All that a Poet's humble hands can give; 
Young violets that boast celestial blue. 
And budding roses, newly dipt in dew ! 

" By jealous 'Rthon** &c. The tears of Aurora 
are frequently mentioned by poets, but it was re- 
served for Phineas Fletcher to give a natural ex- 
plication of them-^ 

" Aurora from old Tithon's froitie bed, 
" (Cold wintrie vrither'd Tithon) earlie creepef. 
Her cheek with grief waf pale, with anger red. 
Out of her window close she blushing peepes. 
Her weeping eyei in pearled dew she sCeepes, 
Casting what sportleaw nights i^e ever led.*^ 

BCiOCVB vir. 

(ThePrke,) 



ft 
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CANZON. P 68. 



IMITATED FKOM THE XXXVI. SON. Of THE SECOND 

CENTURY. 



The tree to which these lines are addressed, 
seems from the description to hare been the Xh^ 
rio. It is a species of apple-tree, which grows to 
an immense size, and to the fruit of which that 
quality is attributed, which die ancients formerly- 
assigned to the IfOtos. (Sousa.) 

** As the mdlomag blushes" &c. The luxuri- 
ance of female charms fiurnishes our Poet with 
some of his happiest allusions. In particular, that 
inost celebrated simile in the 9th Lusiad : 






Osfermosos limSes, alii cheirando 
Mstao virginsas tetas imitando,** 



Here balmy citrons scent the whisp'ring grove. 
Round as the virgin's rising breasts of love. 
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CAI^ZONET. P. 70. 



So Petrarch, Sonn. 194. 
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Cantai^-'or piango, e non men di dolcezssa 
Del pianger prendo, che del canto pren" &c. 



Gay were my songs — now tears will only Iflow, 
And all my bliss is centered but in woe! 



«' > IMx the captives siraha 
*' Chaunted to the sound qf chains!'* 

Imitated from TibuUus, Eleg. vii. b. 2. 

*' Spes etiam validd solatur compcde vincttan, 
" Crura sonant ferro, sed canit inter opus:" 

' For Kope can soothe the wearied prisoner's pains, 
* And turn to melody the clank of chains; 
ConsoPd by her, while harsh the fetter ring» 
He thinks of happier days, and gaily sings. 



IM 



CAMZOK. P. 71. 



The chaste diicretion of delicate Lore is admi- 
rably ponrtrayed in this little Poem. Happy for 
oar Author had he always obeyed its dictates! 



CAN20NET. P. VS. 

" The La4^ inho swore by her ^j/mJ* Such asse- 
verations were not unasiial in the days of cfaiya]- 
ry. They are frequently mentioned in the Tales 
of the Troubadours. ' In the Lai qf Gwrfoyr there 
is a particular instance. " EeUaU causches en Ikt, 
** la belle dame li faict $ermen, e diet, par majleor, 
" diet elk, c PAK ciu yeuuc ^ tant eUiwaes" &c. 
The modest reader must not expect the remainder 
of this strange adjuration, which is a continued 
medley of pious phrafes and sentiments by no 
meism analogoua^ 
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JftUEGY. P.W. 

The Elegy from which these lines are takeii> 
was probably written by Camoens at Santarem^ 
whither he had been banished. The circiun- 
stances of his exile^ and the cause of it, produced 
a natural comparison between his fate and that 
of Ovid. 

** Her who so long/* &c. 
" His hab€s:* &c. 

In the third Epistle from ,Pontu8» Ovid thus 
unfashionably laments the absence of his wife* 



tt 



Utque sit exiguum pwnm, qubd eov^uge chard 
^' Skibd carto pairid, pignar^Msque meisJ* 



T\a mine to mourn the cherishM joys of life; 
Mourn for my distant country— children— wife. 
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CAKZOH. F. 79. 

Among die nmnerocu imifatioiis oF Anacreon's 
Wandering Capid, there is none in whick the 
phjfai character cf boyhood has been so welt 
^ireserred as it is in this little Poem. * The de> 
straction of the flowers is an act of mere childifih 
mischief, idiich admirably acoMrds with " the 
yonng adopted's age/' 



it 
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His hahyfofm,*'^^ 

lake ant qf those vfUhin mine eyes J* Camoens 
18 passionately fond of this allusion. It has been 
fancifblly pursued by one of the most original of 
our modem Poets^. 

^ litUe^fl l^oems, p. 96. 
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SONNETS. P. 85. 

Amongst other reasons why the ie^timate Ita« 
liau Sonnet be not suitable to the genius of thd 
English language, the following is not the least 
forcible. In those languages which are more 
iiiunediately formed on the Latin, there is a fre- 
quent similarity of termination, which greatly 
facilitates the use of rhyme. Accordingly, the 
Italian, Spanish, and Portuguese languages (which 
originate from that source) have adopted the li- 
cence of poly^llabic I'hymei and with it the 
Sonnet. The former was a liberty which they 
coi^ld scarcely have avoided, but which has never 
been sanctioned by the *' Musct severiores" of 
England. To us, therefore, the mechanical ar- 
rangement of a Sonnet becomes a matter of p^ 
culiar difl^culty^ 

Some of the Spanish poets have laid down a 
collection of rules for the construction of Sonnets, 
so pompous and so particular, that it seems as if 
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they coondered that apecies of compontioii a» the 
rablimest eflEcMt of human ingeniiitjr. In all the 
oracular obacurity of Portuguese metaphor we 
are told, that a Sonnet should " be opened with 
a key of silver, and closed with one of gold I" 
Que ha o SonOQ de ahrine com chaioe ds praia, e 
fieharte com chave de olro^ 



SONNET L P. 87. 

Love delights to recal the circumstances of its 
earlier existence; and to Camobhs those earlier 
iremembrances were certainly the pleasantest. 

'' When in the midst," &c. This event, from 
the internal evidence of other Poems, appears to 
have taken place on Holy Thursday, 1542, in 
that church at Lisbon which is dedicated to the 
" Wnmda ^ Christ.** If we compute according 

>ThitdaVert.Poitiig. Em lisboa !7ftl. ISbo. 
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to the calendar then in use^ we shall be able to 
ascertain the exact day on which our Poet's pas- 
sion commenced. He tells us in the 7th Canzon, 
that it began "* when the sun was entering Tau- 
rus*'' Before the Gregorian alteration, that in* 
gress was settled to be on the 10th of April. Holy- 
Thursday, in the year 1542, happened on the 
1 1th of April. There is a class of readers to whom 
the omission of this point would have appeared 
unpardonable, and for their instruction the Trans- 
lator has investigated it. 

" — Mch waaud homt — *' 
" Whm I was free/* &c. 

Faria say* that Camoevs was indebted for this 
idea to Sihe^e, a Spanish Poet. 






TanpPKiom^ mprition, 

Soy tan Hen aprisionado, 
Bue pido rwotifoaiicionj 

Dd tiat^ fue nolo he etttuh/^ 

▼isnr OP LOVE. 
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So ddiglilJiil noiy praon hra gnuni. 
So chanoing the fetten I bore. 

That my botom regie t i e d akHie 
— ^It had not been captoi^d befere! 



SOKMETIL P. 88. 



' The Sonnets formed on this idea» both prerious 
and sabseqaent to that of Camoens, are almost 
innmnerable. It is probable that onr Poet found-, 
ed his on some lines in Garciioiso. 

*' EiUonces camo quando cl Ckne siaUc 
" Elanaapostrmera^ledqueta 
'* Ytkma cl cuerpo miseroy doUaite 
** (kniriueelanwntabk 9<mtequexa 






Y$c deapide conJune^Q cantQ •:.- 
Del espinh vital quit del se alexa; 
Am aquexadoyo de dolor tanto 
Skie el alma abandonava yd la humana 



*' Came, soltS la rienda al triste Ilanto.'* 

SCLOG. II. 



IMrrJkTJBD. 

As pours the swan his melancholy strains. 
While death-pangsshudderthro' his freezing veins. 
Just as existence wings her parting flight. 
And heart grows chill, and eyes are steepM in 

night. 
He moiums for life, in lapses sad but strong. 
And his last accents faulter into song. 

So when I leave this dreary vale of woe> 

And love and grief have brought my spirit low, 

Forthee,most fEur-^most lov'd-*thee,mQ8t8evere, 

For thee, thy bard 3hall weep his latest tear. 

And faintly utter with his failing breath, 

'' ^is parting ^makes the bitterness of death !^ 
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" Jad MFEya iB J kmc mnd crmdwrotigJ^ The 
original condndes villi ^ line of pure Spanish^ 
taken from 
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LavtmiraJalmAydmmrmi^, 



Such combinations of langoage are not unusual 
among the Poets of Italy^ Portugal, and Spain. 
The following corioos medley is found in a Can- 
con of the immortal Dante. 

'' Chamoni vot fogm^t irp0r Ud le tmrnd, 
Nqmque locutus mm m In^^ trmA, 
Ul gravis mea ^ikia^ 
Sifaccia per lo mando ogn^ uomo U tenia 

" Fane^etd n*haipr» ck» m Mmai^i^ &e» 

Oar own Chaucer has likewise indulged 'in Uiis 
practice, 

" OpcifcMir fiWsia btami^ &inll ykcidenteP 

ix; iuu>ms' woaTBis* 



U 
U 
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SONNET III. P. 69. 

This fine Sonnet is addressed to Estacio de Fa^ 
fia^ grandfather to the Commentator od Camobns^ 
who says of him, that, "if not greoi in all things^ 
he was little in none,'* 

.1 . 
*' And like a x^tch-^ower,*' The original con* 
t^ios a piii| on th^ words Farb and Fana. 



SONNET IV. p. 9t). 

The touching melancholy of many of those 
compositions in which Camoens complains of his 
sorrows, becomes truly interesting when we con* 
sider, that he laments what be actually suffered^ 
that he was not fastidiously unhappy, but under« 
wei\t real misery in its Aillest eictent. 

''' To combat perih strange.*^ The original is not 
very gracefbl — " Me fez manjiiT ie peixesf* lite- 
rally, *' had made mefoodfdrJishe$.'^ 

L 
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" MUM Aid trild m&m," See. Alhidiiig iiotto 
the Ibip^Khceck winch he Eofftni m Ihe Golph 
of Cochin-China, bat to the dangers encountered 
^en he acc«»ipanied Manuel de Vasconcelos in 
an expedition against the Moorah Yeaseb in the 
Bed Sea, abont the month of Fehmary, 1555. 

The Commentator Soosa, will not allow that 
Mm Sonnet relates to the life of Camoens, He 
supposes it to have been written by <nv Poet« but 
to be descripti?e of the misfortimes of one of his 
friends, and liberally bestows the epithets, " beast 
and fool/' on those who presome to think other- 
Wife, 



SOKknV. F.91. 

Written on the morning of onr Poet's depar- 
ture from Lisbon to Santarem. 

*' •^Purpling oricm,'' &c. Literally '' marcAe- 
tada," inlaid. 
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*^ Ai^a^ might tm/' &c. ThU fetM^ifU rho- 
domotttade Aeenu to hare been sug^pested by 
Dante; 

'« n/, ^ ndfiwco.fittia VitcmfilUcer 

PABADISO^ CANTO Til, V. 17. 



SOKNET VI. P. 9«. 

'' iM^ iouea lost/* &e. Perfaapi thii complaint 
was more than poetically tnie. The anertion in 
queition might have been occasioned by the noble 
independence of our poet's disposition^ and by his 
undisguised contempt of titled ignorance and dig* 
nified barbarity. Such conduct will in all ages 
obtain the appellation of madness. 



X, t.J 



■? ' 
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SOMllET Vn. p. 93, 

Bertaut^ an old Frjench poet;^ hath expressed the 
fame sentiment in a beautiful manner, ' 

''..'. ' -■ 

FelicUSpassSe 
. '. 9ui ne peuxrevenir, , 

' Tourment de ma pfuUe ! ..,,,. 

^ ^Vi^'e m te perdatU, perdu U. ^Quaeim ^ . 

• . ■ . . • ' ,. 
Helas, Une me r<«^ 

•I>e meaeoniaiem^as, 
dtf* tot sawDpmfwmu, 
&ui me les c<moerHt, a tauie hetire, en tourmens .' 



SONNBT Vm. P. 94. 



Jhe earliest ^d happiest years of our Ppet's 
li|e yvfix^ p^ss^d at Coimbra. The walls of that 
town were bathed by the river Mondego^ to 
which this beautiful Sonnet is addressed. 
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SONNET IX. P. 95. 

It is amusiog to observe our Poet's recantation 
of all his former blasphemies against the omnipo* 
tence of Love. Perhaps^ if evipry man vrho has 
felt its influence, were to be equally candid, he 
would confess that hi» sweetest hours were those 
which were passed under its dominion. '* Crqyez 
moi, on n*est ^eureux que par P oivumr.'* So said 
the dangerous Valmont, and once, at least, thq 
dangerous ValmonI was I'i'gllt t 



SONNET X/ P. 96. 



" Come tell me, fairest,^* Thus too, Veneyrd, oho 
of the most' pleasing amongst the Portuguese 
writers : ' 



\ 



I ' 






" ---Jkmde tom&u amer, e d^ fnai fMt, 
mtro tmdfino epuropmrm fl fmlfat 

Donde atperUu,^ &c* 

SONVST XIX. 

O tell me from wlimt purer nine 
Did Love select that reddenM goM^ 

Which fondly o^ei^.thy brows dirine 
Tbns hnngs in many an amorous fiild ! 

Both Canoims and Ferreyni seem to have taken 
the idea from Petrarch^ Sonn* 185« 

^ Onde iobe awior Voro, e di figil vdia 
*' Par far due trecde Monde/* &c. 



SONNET XI. P.9T. 

lliiisFietrarch: 



u 



Benedetto sia*l ghmo, ^l meee, e fanno/^ €cc» 






151 

There U a co9icm> in the original on the word 
Etpermi^, which signifies both Expectation and 
Hope. 



Written on the death of Don Antonio de No- 
ronha^ who was slain in an encounter with the 
Moors on the 18th of April, 1553; We must be 
careful not to confound this amiable young hero 
with the two inglorious viceroys of his name, nor 
with Don Antonio de Nonmha, who was Governor 
of India in 1509, men remarkable for nothing but 
the rapacity and extortion which they displayed 
in the execution of their office. He whose pre- 
malare death our Poet thU3 feelingly laments^ was 
his earliest friend, and connected to him by a re* 
markable similarity of fortune. His ftther, the 
second Count of Linares, had sent him tojoin the 
Moorish expedition, in order to remove him from 
the object of an attachment which he had formed 



fcg^jSoQifl, cafbibit all the chffab««i,gABArf of 
llMMe gnmairtk dayi^ wfaai ipaawtae 
iw«aei!» aa4 'maiCB bat JMt le» tba» £i 



"« lipr » Iftr marwry/* kc. So B. Tasso, 



** 



" — Fi(i7ri5 ndle wtemork dd wusrtaliJ 

SOXNET I. 



• « 



toimcTxiii. p*99. 



The iiidKcacy of niral beauty to please, during 
the absence of a mifltrew, is among the common* 
phures of amatory poets. The language of the 
heart is so universal, that the similarity of this 
Sonnet to a passage in Langhome will not sur- 
prise: 



f53 

** i— Whae«re vtreams df flow'rs, ' ^ ' 
'^ Ofeiotigtof UHSielnrds? What the bhirftitigi^, 
^ Yooiig keallii> or nuslc^ or the TV)it« df praise;^ 
'^ The tofile efireniAl Mihs/the fragrant biteath ' 
" Of evening gales^wh«i'I*R* dwelfedfat>*- '- 



>T 



SONNET XIV. P. 100. 



Writtea on his departure for Africa. 

" then th/ magk nam^s mytterious sound.** It 
is probable^ says the Commentator, that on sach 
an emergency, he would have invoked the more 
powerful assistance of St, Jaiaes of Ck>mpo8telIa^ 
or the Archangel St. Michael. 
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80NNSTZV. P. 101. 



€i 



liofig €f Lovc,*^ &c. Perhaps this thought 
was suggested by Dante. 

'' Farei parlando imamorar la gtn(e, 
** — € raggionar *d^amor si dokoMme, 
. ** Che face consentir to cuore in ltd — " 

KME,fol, IV. SfX> 

^ gdily 9hall the amorous minstrel sing. 
His glowing verse shall soft persuasion. bring> 
And while the strains in tides of sweetness roll. 
Teach warm consent to each enraptured souL 

But Dante^ unfortunately, did not fulfil his pro- 
mise> for his minor poems on amatory subjects are 
often deficient in. the ease and delicacy necessary 
to such compositions* 
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'' And bbtikkig gSrli," &e. The aptitude of 
these jQOBg achoktra brings to mind a celebrated 
passage in the CenHesaioDS of St. Austin; *' Si 
^* non amaveris, JrigkkB Idfuar: fia mnmiem, da 
*' sentieniem, da dmderanta»^^^9ekt qmod loquor!'^ 
Confess; Cap. iii. § 4. 

«' Thm IMe tecrets/^ &c. So Auna9 Mirch, 
the Provencal: 

" He asatspariat ^amor, e de Asfsis 
** E deseuberts moUs amro^ucrtuf* 

, CAHTO 7S. 

Enough have amorous deeds employed my song. 
Enough those secrets that to Loto belong. 



SONNET XVI. P. 103. 



'' ne Jkscan fair/' &c. Fetreyra has the 
same thought: 
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Hflid yon blit graced that elder day 
When Petrarch pour'd his pensive lay; 
By Sorga's stream, if haply you 
Had met the Poet's amorous view, 
O then the bard pfSorgs's streapi 
Had surely sung a sweeter theme. 
And to a nobler passion true, 
Tun'd his wild harp to Love and you ? 

" Then haitv;^ia8,ishaUkmihle Lisa date.'* 

' -. ;:. ■; . . .-V .. .. - " 

Liso is the anagram otLtfis. In the same man- 
ner, oar Poet dlidreetlyjcalls his mistress Natercia 
instead of Caterina. Sometimes with more learned 
gallantry he gives her tb^ name of ISvycciABfT/j. 



•i.-. 






t\ 
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SONNET XVH. P. lOJ. 



Imitated fn^n Petmrahi Sonnet 196.- ^ 

" J mi vivea di ma sane aMento, i 
** Senza lagrime, e sema mvitUa alcuna, 
**' Cke t^aJttTQ amaiUfi hdpm dcfitrn fortuna^ 



« 



I Hv'dconientedan i9y lowly.state^ 

Nor grief my heart disturbed, nor jealous fear^ 
I. envied not the Lover's happier fate-* 

Can thousand joys repay a angle tear? 

*' Such Uiss I dfifinfd,'' &c» Thus GniUai^ 
Aesmer, the Troubadour. 

** Mais vaut d*amor qi ben est einoeios, 

*' — Un dolz florar nan vaut qatorz ris '" &c. 
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IMITATED, 

Some love to w^ep their prime away; 

No charm to me in grief appears. 
And fovty awUm could aert r piy 

. A minute paas'd in tears! 



SONKBT XVBI. T. 1M« . 

'« Dear band,'' &c. Cor Poet had implorU 
DcNina Caterina to giant him a lock of her hair. 
She promised to bestfow it at aome latove period, 
and in the mean»time pi«iented him with the fil- 
let which she wore round. her head, as a pledge 
of her intentions in his favour. JPVirta. 

This Sonnet was peifaaps suggested by that ce* 
lebrated ]Poem of Oardkao, begiaiHiig; *' O dW- 
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" Gifts small as these." Literally, '' By tbe 
laws of Lore, part is taken in pledge for all" 



SONNET XIX. P. 105. 

«' O Lopezf" Tills was Don John Lcpet de 
Leytalo, to whom onr Poet afterwards addressed 
smne yery comical verses, occasioned by the sight 
<^a piece of Indian cioth, which Ltytao was about 
to present to a lady of whom he was enamonr'd* 



SONNET XX. P. 106. 

Written on the death of Donna Caterina de 
Ataide. 

/ 

\ 

*' Laoe saw the deed," The concetti with which 
this Sonnet terminates were so obstinate as to 
compel the Translator in some degree to deyiate 
from his original. 
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THE NIGHT SCENE. P. 109. 

The Translator has to regret that the 'interrup- 
tion of illDess prevented him from concluding this 
C^nto^ which gives a descpiptioii of the Touma- 
i|ient held in London^ during the days of John of 
<^iaunt^ irhep twelve Portuguese Chevaliers ?an« 
qiiished |h^ psme number of English. See Mr* 
Iklipkki's Tmuslation. 

The few Stanzas which have been thus trans- 
lated, afford a fair specimen of that " eking-out 
tautology" which the constraint of octave mea« 
sure compelled Cahio^s to employ, and which 
is, pefhaps, the greatest blemish in his Epic 
Poem« 

FINIS. 
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